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THE 


HIGHLAND REEL. 


ACT 1, S#CYANE'L 


, Houſe, inchſed 
with a low Paling, and ſmall Gate. 


Time— Morning T wilight, 
[ Charley appears at the Windew J 


CuanLry.. 


AY begins to peep—choak that Cock! bent 
rouſe my old Maſter ; but if ] can get his 


—— „l. to run away with me, let Cocks 
crow, Dog and old Maſters 8 {be 


ftretches out Ta taps at ancther — ) U 
(ftp) Mits Moggy M'Gilpin !—ha, ha, ha |— 

uſt Miſt Moggy her ! 

appears a he Fines ayes Lou 14 

oG. (Sftly.) Well ape 7 125 
Cnan. Here ; I've ſtole the ey of your room 
our of your father's pocket. (ow a hors ber 
on a flick.) ; 

Moc. He, he, he! Oh, ious! 

Cnan. I' drop out of the window for honed 
making. a . noiſe on the 5 you've 1 

A3 ; 


[8-1 


lock your own door, ſoſily trip down, ]'il wait for 


you below. 
Moc. But how am I to get below? have ycu 
got the key of the freq door ? | 
CAA. Ecod ! I quite forgot tb. 
Moc. What a fool —lIf I hav'n't a mind to go 


to bed again, and think no more about you-but 


fince I did promiſe to go off with you, as we can't 
get out of the ſtreet door, I'il try to get from my 
window; if you'll jump from yours, and ſtand be- 


low ready to receive me. (She retires, ) 


Cuar. (coming out of bis window.) Im not the 
firſt clerk that's run away with his maſter's daughter, 
nor ſhall 1 be the laſt—while clerks are poor, 
maſters rich, and daughters pretty. (Gets down.) 
(Moggy re-appears at the windyw.) , | 

Moc. The duce à thing can I find to—— 
Oh, Lord |-ſtop—1'll cut my bed- cord, tie it to the 
leg of the table, and ſlide down by it. (Retires.) 

CHar, Slide down by her. bed-cord ! Ha, ha, 
ha! my Moggy's a rare romping Hoyden— but ſhe's 
ſunny and good-natur'd, a ſweet temper, and a 
merry heart; ſo if | never get a ſhilling from the 
old one, Il have her at a venture. (Moggy ap- 
pears again at the window.) R 


Moc. (Throwing a cord.) There—l think 


that's falt—now Vil—Lud, I ſhall cut hands 
thro'—take you for not getting the key of the ſtreet 


door. 


Cu AA. My dear! throw out ficſt what clothes 
you may want. 5 
Moc. Then you won't take me without clothes, 


ha, ha, hal, 


DuztrtT. Moggy and Charley. 


The lamb and the heiſer are taking their reſt, 
The lark and , te ſnug in their nefl , 
Puſſy dozes, and fo does my doggy, 
All are fleeping but Charley and Mogg y. 
We wake to love before its day, 
Come, my deareſt, 2ve muſt be tripping away, 


a 1 7 1 


No portion , dear Charley, if I marry thee, 
My little old dad will 83 


Will bee ol ee. ** 
Moggy in 2 to „. 
| We: wake to ee, Tc. 


[End of duett, Moggy retires. 


Cnan. Maſter | think wont riſe early—up late 
laſt night, rebearfing bis — againſt he's « 
Parliament-man in 11 "5 ha ! the* 
only now Laird Donald's 1 and colleQor of 
raxes here in one of the remote weſtern iſlands of 
Scotland! ha ! ha! he baniſhed a ſimple old woman 
for a witch, cauſe ſhe foretold his — hter ſhould 
be run away with—ha! ha! ha! fo Fl prove the 
truth of her prediftion.-Oudfo !P—here's — little 
te too locked {—now could Moggy— lay —bere's 
horſe block, and Fil make free with Dick the 
carpenter's bench, for ber 10 ſiep on the outhde.— 


7 the 
(Springs over the pailing.} T5 


Eater M'*Gilpin from the bouſe, 


M Git. I will believe in withcraft, in wizards 
and warlocks I—tho' I did pack Goody Commings 
out of the illand, yet I'm certain her elves have been 
about my houſe t'night—no noife in Jeony's roow, 
nor in my daughter y's, nor in Charley's, nor 
in Benin —yet noiſes | moſt affuredly heard. ( 
from ber winden lowers a box on M*Gilpin's bead. }: 
Eh!— 3 
Moe. Have you it ? 

M. GIT. Yes, (fee s bead, as if burt) | have 
got it — ! my daughter oh f ho! Cad. 
Moo. I thought J heard my father—( ſoftly.) 

MGi. So did 11 (in an under tone J. 
Mon. Do you think he's got up? 

 MG.s. Ne. 

| Moc. Now you'll catch me ! 


M'Grt. Yes, I cateh you, you jade cop, 
- Now ſor i it. | 
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M.GI1I. The devil !—ſhe wont jump out of the 
' window (afide.) | 
Moc. Now, my fine fellow-—here goes 
' M'Gir.. Oh, Lord |—my child will break ber 
bones. (Afide)—ſtop—can't you come out of the 


ſtreet door? It's open. 1 
Moc. Pſhaw !—why didn't you tell me fo be- 


fore? Upon my word, I doo't like ſuch jokes re- 
tires and goes do tum. | „ 
M*G1z. Nor I, upon my ſoul; {Afide.)—If I 
could carry on her miſtake, I may find out who her 
ſeducer is I think its ſcarce light enough for her to 
know me now. (Retires on one. fide. )' © 


| | Re-enter. Charley th a bench, which be plates near 
| ( | * the raili.) * : 


a 


Cuan. There's a wooden ſtepping ſtone for you 
my dear—eh! (looking towards the door,)' the 
door open ] we muſt have rouſed the old man; he 
muſt not ſee me (retiring. - Who comes bee? 
Shelty.the pipe. 


Enzer Shelty, finging. 


| SmeL, If Sandy and Jenny. are to be married 
to-day, it's time to roaſe the boys and girls. 
| N : I _—_ N 238 this is 
r hne feliow, 1 ſuppoſe, (afrde.) ter Moggy 
from the houſe.) (Charley Reals into . eaſe.) 
Moe, Come, now I'm for, you. my. Dilding. 
(Takes M*Gilpin under the arm.) | 
 M'Git. And I'm for you my Dodling. (In bis 
cu voice, laying bold of ber.) . 
Moc. (Screams. | | 
MGi. And pray, my dear, where were you 
going ſo early? Eh! ES 4. ; 
- 3 Moc. Going, Sir, —I-I--was going 
5 Þ Mix., I know you were going, Sir, —but 


Ce, 72 2a — 


— 
— — - 
3 —— 


a — „ * 
wn, th . 
* 
N „ 


* — 


where, Sir ? | 
Moc, To—to—Church, Sir. 


MGi. 


rs 


M*Grt. Jump out of he oor; to to 
Church ! 7 1 


Bier Charley from the "TR balf unde, pretend 
ing to be ſcarce awate. 
N 2 aw 4 hour s the matter bere {— 
w— au- unis. 
MGi. Where have you been, Greak ? 
Cuan. Sir,.— I -I—war—aw—aw —falt afleep. 
MGi. Vu ftupid—W here's Jenny ? 
Cnan., Sr—ſhe't—aw—aw—tsll asleep. 
M*Git. You lazy lubber !—Snoring is bed. ond 
robbers and raviſhers running away with my davgh- 
ter— e Shelty.) Simah, what do you want with 
oy daughter ? 
Sz, I— (hoking fimply 
© Can, Eb—Shelty— bo, bo— ( 
«t them, )— Well, bang mie ut 1 didn't long luſpe 
E to Mog,) turn i upon * and we are 


Moo. Go, my dear Sbelty. 
nat. Eb1- 
Moc. Don't ſeduce my innocence any more. 
Su. I ſeduce! 
Moo, Your n to n oſ * 
window to you. 4 
. 


Sue. 2 
a girl perhaps break — 


M*Giz. To 
Moe. A poor little bones — ciuel lad! 
Cuan. Oh, fe, fie, ben. —Bleſe mel how came 

the horſe- block, and the carpenters bench here ? 
( 2 [urprize. l dare ſay, to help Mig over. 
_ M'G1i., It was. 

Moc. My kind Shelty placed thew. 

SneL. Why, is the de vil is you all? | 

M*G1t. Don't name the devil, you bodies 
You're as wicked as the witch your grandmother, 
and the a” 4 thief, your ſather [- 71 2 

SHEL granny was an innocent old woman, 


% 1 day; (ny! Croudy.) Her ler, 


\ 


* 
* 


\ [ to ] 
1 only came to fee about. Sandy and Jenny's wed- 
Sev 'cauſe I hop'd to ſell a drop of liquor, and 
be employ'd to play the pipes, and here, he ſays, I 
come to out of his window. | * 


M*G1 a a tapſter |—marry into the 
- unciem family of the M*Gilpins—one of the oldeſt 
Houſes in all Scotland ! | | 


MGi. You are'a young—and your father 
there, is an old rogue— —- : 

Crnov. What? | 
MGi. Du come to ſteal my daughter, and 
be to rob the King.—1 fee he has been out, ſmug- 

ling all night ;—but as I am colteQtor of bn 
Majeſty's cultoms, and my Laird Donald's rents, 
Cao. You're a dog in offer I owe the King 
bis duty; the Laird a quarrer's rent, and you a 


Enei. 1 don't want to come near your old 


beating all which I will pay, ſo help me bonoer, 


purſe and cudgel !— | mk 
GI. He threatens my life -A conſpiracy 


100 run away with my daughter —Chatley, 1 com- 


mit her to Care. 


\ Moo. Ob, cruel father! (Charley takes beld of 
MO, Take her, Chartey—You marry, you 
- | 


joel you ſhan't be even preſent at a 
'l have Sandy and Jenny's celebrated to-day, 
und, ob, not « peep at it—up to your — 


— ! . N 

| wag Come, Miſs ; I'll take care you do'nt 

_ marry anybody - but myſelf —(apa?t). (Takes Mag- 
gy into the houſe.) | f 


Nil. That's right, Charley ( Eait, into the 


* 6 | 

: 353 if ever I ſaw foch capers! the 
older he grows the wickeder he is—ay, that's be- 
cauſe every day he nearer—(pointy doxontuay ds ) 
kes, he will—-Eh—(fokirg out. J==As well as 1 


* 


* 
4 


their friends be better. entertain d, but 

welcome is at an inn— Every body fay»—he! ba! 
hal that Shelty's a queer fellow : | beheve I am 
—bot 1 don't know how—I get on I dob 


Ala. Shelty. 


When Toe money | am merry, | 
When I 7 . 
e 
When I'm drunk I'm roaring mad. 

e 

7 er 

alſe lde tweedle, dun, 
with a juppy, 


When di 


I comvince bim ut 4 rep g 
When Fin reaging <oith « gil. fe 
rer W's, 
, FH never marry, 10 
T a lad that's bold and free ; | 
Yet I love @ pretty girl, 5 
4 pray giri i fond o 8 
18 ul. Sc. 
Theres a mad int a corner, © 
Round and jound, and plump and fat z 
She and 1 drank tea together, 
fo that, 
E 7 | , I. 
| {Dur ing the. 2hole of this fene the exrning hight 


"Enter 


f L ts. ] 
6 Enter M(Gilpin and Charley. 5 
M Git. Oh, my daughter is a moſt degenerate 
girl !—- Well, you've lock d her y 
Cu AR. Yes, Sir.—(Shbews a key } 4 
M'G1z. Eh, ay—boy, liſten—I'm certain from 
the: old ſmuggling knave Croudy's being towards 
the ſea fide ſo early, that he's about landing brandy 
and tobacco; ſo if I can but make a ſeizure, it 
may be worth ten times the 72 of tea I ſeiꝝ d on 
him laſt week; ſo my good lad, you'll be on the 
look-out; ay, and on the look -in ioo; to watch 
imports, and prevent exports. | 3 
. Cnarx. I warrant, Sir, I'll keep one eye on the 
ſea, and 'tother on Miſs Moggy's room door.-Oh, 
Lord, Sir ! yonder's Sandy come home. 
M'Giz. Ha, ba f ha! Aye, the fool went to 
Mule to buy wedding clothes for himſelf and ſenny 
[| pave her an education, and I think that was 
doing very handſome by her—So, I make a great 
compliment in giving her to Sandy, tho'——Ha, ba! 
hat Pm very glad—he rids me of a burder—that's 
prudence, Charley—Ha, ha! hal | 
- Cyan. Tis, Sir, ha, ha, ha! 
M*G1t. You know I taught you ſome of wy 
tricks, ha, ha, bal . 
Cnan. Yes, Sir, and you'll find me an apt 
ſcholar. | | 2 3 
M*Grt. In return, Charley, all I af is your 
care of my daughter. | 
Cnan, Vil take care of her, Sir. 
M*Gur. Keep her from Shelty. | 
3 I'll keep her from Shelty, don't fear, 
MMG. My good boy, how much I'm obli 
to you. How hal I —＋4 you? | 1 
Cnan. I ſhall want caſh for our frolic, a choice 
rtunity to coax him out of a little. (Afde.] 
_ M*G1Lt. Only let me'know what I ſhou'd do for 
you. 1 
Cn. Why, Sir, laſt Chriſlmas you promis'd 
mea Chriſtmas box—now didn't you, & ? * 
3 : Git. 
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M Git. 1 did fo, my ſaithſul Charley; keep 
but a ftrict watch upon Moggy, and—may be you 
have thoughts of ſome title blufſom yourſelf ; — 
let me know the girl that can mak: * boppy, and 
you ſhall bave her, by my authorit 

Cu AA. Ah! dir, there is a gi 


Dor. MGilpin and — 
M*Gil, Thy ſecrets to thy kind maſter tell, 


_ Cha; Tt ipve a A. 


MO... . «. I fhe full of play 
Char. No hid more gameſome—— 
„ . Where dier ſbe dwell ? 


Char, T wang lang? till, larg twang dill day. + 
M*Gil. If you're in love, boy. you're not to blame ; 
Char. As much, hind Sir, Pave beard you ſay, 


I love _ charming 
M GI. 5 Ab ——_— or, name ? 
Char, wan ti 15 tango lis diy, 
Char. 2 args vil, * » 
M'Gil 05. 7 under ſtand, 

Thy faithful ſervices I'll repay ; 

| Here's you bright bil" 

Chas -- 4 1 And b bere's pry band. 


M*Gil. T wang lango til, 2 


[ As Charley holds out bis hand in expefation, M Gu. 
2 making a ſberw as to give him the money, turns 
puts it up agam—finging the Burden, 5 tration 
of Charlcy's manner in ts 
[Exit = and F 'Gilpin, 


Scene— An open Country, with a view of the S . 
| Sun rijeng. 
. Enter M(Gilpin, 

M*G11., No, no, my kind Charley—Pve a great 
regard for you; but touch my pocket and our 
friendſhip ends; ſince they've rais d me out of my 
bed, Vil walk down to the beach, and like another 
Demoſthenes, practice one of my declamations ; a 
kne high wind for it. 2 prevetſe girl Oh, Li 

wi 


14 1 


with her beauty and my talents, I muſt raiſe © ſor- 
tune by going to London. (Sandy fings without.) 
Ah, Sandy! this poor orphan, Jenny—he ſhall 
have her—ha, ha, ha! here comes the ſimple 
Sawny, that prefers love to money. 


Enter Sandy. 


Ha, Sandy! welcome home, my boy ! 
Sax. (Toyful,) Here, Sin, I've got all our 
wedding geer in the neweſt Edinbro' taſte. 

M'G11. But when comes the Parſon? 

San, He's gone over to Raaſey ; ſo I deſired 
Jamy M'Kenzie to ſend us their new Curate. 

M*G1t. Stop, Sandy, I've one word to ſay to 
you.—Hem ! „ 6 | 

San. Delay'd now by his nonſenſical oratorical 
| ſpeeches, and my foul on the wing to love and 
Jerny! (afide ) | 
M*Gi1t. Sandy, you have, by ſkill in agricu!- 

ture, which you acquir'd, 2s you fay, in an excur- 
ſion to England, not only improv'd your own farm, 
but diffus'd ſuch a ſpirit of induſtry, that m 
maiſter, Laird Donald, if he ſhould deign to viſit 
us, will find his Iſle of Col as finely cultivated, as 
any patch of Jand in all Scotland ; therefore to re- 
ward you, your Jenny you ſhall wed this day. 

San. And yonder ſhe comes, bright ss the 
morn, that gives the flowers their beauty; Welcome 
as the gale that waſis its ſweetneſs, | 


Arr. Sandy. 


Oh, had I Allan Ram ſey's art 
To ſing my paſſion tender, 
In every way all read my hart, 
Faul foothing firains I'll fend ber; 
Nx bis, mr gentle Rigzio's aid 
To hes, is all a folly, © 
 Thav much ] lowe the tharming maid, 
vaveet Jane of Grifſipoly. 


111 
r FS 
) r 
| ter nel ar then 7 .A. 
And flaps my 
. * 
Fn rakes ak refer 
as 1 aun, 
„ 
My ſenſes fbe's bewilder'd quite, 
1 ſeem an amorous ninny ; 


. Alcterio a ow ] write, 


For Sandy 1 | 
L Sunday ＋ Jen — HY ans 
With looks _—_ 22 4 

Id. when 4A the text to name, 


"Twas Jane of Griffipoly. 


Aly Jenny is no fortune great os 
4 


t 1 


Sue Jane of Griffipoly. 


Enter Jenny. , 

Jo u. Welcome home my Sandy ! 

an. (Embrace,) My love! 

M*Giu. Ah, hab !—Egad my Highland Lad 
and Lowland Laſſie, you'll make a neat couple, 
ha, ha, ha! 

Jen. Dear, Sir, take the only return in my 
power, my thanks, wy gratitule, for your un- 
merit ed good nc ſa. 

M Git. Ah, Jenny, was I the man that boaſted 
of his goodneſs, I'd remind you, that I gave you an 
Aſyluin, when you was but a ſqualling bairn—tho* - 
I did'nt, nor I ſuppoſe | ever ſhall, know what 3 a 
you are of ; your mother coming here to Col to] 
in, privately, and dying ih my houſe—yet my 
niſhing benevolence, Oh 
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San. Your benevolence would be aſtoniſhing 
indeed! (afide ) ; 7 8 
MGi. I ſay, my amazing charity, did 
2 nw. Well, Sir, we have heard that ſtory fo 
ten— ee . 
__ _ M'G1r, To be ſure; wou'd you have me put 
my candle under a buſhel? Speak, Jenny, didn't 1 
bring you up equal to my own daughter, Miſs 
Moggy M*Gilpin ? ſent you to the tip top boarding 
_ in Inverneſs, kept by Miſs Carolina Killcoo- 
rry? 1 8 | | 
Jen. You did, Sir! Box 
M*Gir. Tho' your forlorn mother didn't leave 
you a bawbee, (but 500!, which you ſhall never ſee) 
(/ide,) ſo out of pure friendſhip, Sandy, there 
take her-=off my hands (afide.) f 
Jen. Dear Sir! | | 
M*Git. Aye, I'ma kind fiend Jonny ain't 1 
a gay old fellow - Why I'm a ſecond Rabin Cray! 
115 Ab, Sir — this laſt proof of your kind» 
neſs, leaves me not a wiſh but to know my parents, 


Song, Jenny. 


Such pure delight my boſom knows, _ 
My thanks are due to Heaven and thee, 
With gratitude my heart g e flows, 
Kind agent of his clemency, 
Humanity, thou pood, ſupreme, 
To chafe the orphan's tear away, 
Like the ight all cheering beam, 
Brings comfort rom the God Day. | 
M*G1t. Hey | yonder's a boat put in from that 
ſhip in the Ohag—tome great ſtrangers landed. 
8. xN, Red coats. | 


Enter Shelty with a letier. 


Snzr,, A little drummer boy deſired me to give 
you this. ons Fon A 
M' Gir. You buſy—cov'dn't be have found any 
one elſe to carry me a. meſſage, than ſuch a—you 
area bad mann 401 
Sur. 


("nl 

Su rt. The letter, Sir— 

M*G1r.. Scems a ſmall running band. 

Su. Running! then ſaddle your noſe, and 
run after it. 
MGi. Hur on bis ſpe@ackes) and reads (Sandy 
and Jenny retire up.) 

* Mr. M Gilpin, The gentleman that delivers 
you tha“ 

Sun. Gentleman! that's me. 

M*'G1t. (Reads) is a ſoldier, = 

Sner. Not me. 

M*G1it. (Riads) ** commands a company in my 
regiment.” And who is 85 ? (lots at the bot» 


tom and reads) 
* Robert Donald.” 


Oh, dear! why Jenny, ** 
r, Sir ?=—( looks af Ou e Hicious 
e 

M.GII. Get along, you buſy impudent—W hy 
here, young Laird Donald's gone into the army. 

San. Indeed bet, at the letter.) 

,M GiL. e delivers you this, is a 

ntleman ſoldier company — my regiment, — 

* His name is Captain Daſh, I have diſpatch d him 
and Serjeant Jack, to raiſe recruits in the Ile of 
“Col. which my father has made me a preſent 
« of” —So then young Robert is our landlord, 
(Reads) ** | defire you will give him all the aflit- 
** ance in your power, get him as many good men 
* as you can”—you'l! go—(to Shelly.) ; 

Sun. You know Fin a bad man. 

MGi. Plague on the hand! (reads) ** He's « © 
1% friend l N therefore every Civility you ſhew 


% him, will oblige ens 
« Robert Donald,” 


Saw, This is the firſt 1880 of young Laird 


Donald's being in the army, 
M*G1L. Fo I muſt dreſs, to meet and welcome 


this Captain, with one of my moſt elegant Fs 
B 3 | Sur 


1 

Furt S get Mr. M Ga- 
pin's Sunday coat, bruſh his three cock d beaver, 
and powder his ſcratch. | 

San. I muſt gather all the lads, to make a 
handſome wedding proceſſion io the kirk, Jenny. | 

Jen. And I to aſſemhle the laſſes. Oh, Sandy! 
here, as the packet's in, will you ſee if there's any 


letter for me, as I deſired the lottery man to ſend 


me notice, if this chance ſhou!d be drawn a. prize. 

(gives it bim.) 1 = 

San, Ha, ha, ha! you never told me vou had 
bought a lottery chance, but it muſt, it ſhall be a 
prize, III keep it ſafe for you—<his day proves 
I'm a favcurite of fortune, and ſhe ſhall ſaiile upon 
my Jenny. . | | 

Ser. Huzza, for good fortune! now theſe 
ſoldiers are come, L may have the rendezvous at 
my houſe - ſo now to finge the ſheep's head, bake 
the bonnocks, tap a barrel, and tune my chaunter! 
and _ your wedding, Tol, lol, lol! bigh do- 
in gs J | 


Alx. Trio. Sandy, Jenny, and Sneliy. 


E Excuſe a fond maiden's confeſſion, 
| Shel, Her bluſbes exhibu ber bliſs, 

San, My joy is too great for expreſſion, 
Shel, Suppoſe then you ſpeak in a kiſs ; 
| 1 2 mofl purg now unite us, 

San. Chaſte pleaſures now wait to delight ut; 
Shel, T he muſic and bottle Pil bring, 

en. The finch and the linnet invite us, © 
. | Shel Fond turtles ſbou d pair in the ſpring. 

Cho. Afedion moſt pure, fc. | 


San, Let laſſes purſue your example, 
Lc 7 per bot r pattern by thee, 
hel. Tou give me of love ſuch a ſample, 

7 Ob, married I'll certainly be. 
Jen. Ob, what is the gay blooming flour, 
. The tranſſem ſcueets of the hour, 


19 ] 
Poth. Compared to the charms of the mind ; 
Shel. Good humour to charm bas the poever, 
T. hey time leaves mo beauties behind. 
Cho. Ob what is the gay blorming flower, fc. 
FS 2a {Exemt Fen. San, and Shel. 


Scene an open Country—Shelty's Heaſe, 
Captain Daſh and Serjeant Jack dijſcover'd. 


Born. Ha, ha, ba! 

Sta. Yes, the letter you ſent by little Tem 
the drummer, has prepar'd the old tax-man, ta, bs, 
ha ! he hasn't a doubt but you're a real Captain in 
the army. Ha, ha, ha! 

Cay. Ha, ha, ha! and my ſole conmillion 
only the promite of a pair of colours in the Eft 
India ſervice, on conduion I can raiſe an bundted 
men, ha, ha, ha! 1 | 

Sen. Ha, ha, ba! Ay, by this ſham of pre- 
tending their young Laird en our Colonel, from the 
affeQion of a Scotch Highlander to his Chieftain, 
I'll warrant they'll flock to our ſtandatd—and yet, 
now, tha” tis | that have brought you here to the 
field of action, ſomething whiſpers here, (prints to 
bis heart.) Friend Jack, don't impoſe upon theſe 
honeſt innocent people. | 

Car. Pſhawl nothing's an impoſition till found 
cut; and our's cannot before we have got our num- 
ber of recruits, and ſhipp'd them off—rou know 
we're certain their young Laird is in England, 
learning the neweſt ſaſhion of ſowing oats! ha, ha, 
hal and his father, the old Laird, in London, in 
ſull cry after jobs and places! from neither ever 
reſiding here on their eſtate, our impoſition can't 
be eafily detected. E | 

Serj. We know our ground, and the character 
of old MGilpirflaiter his cloquence, and pro- 
miſe him an agency, and we have every man is the 


Can 
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: Cay. Damme! I'd rather have one pretty wo- 
man, I ſaw juſt now, than the honor of planting 
my ſtandard on the walls of Belgrade. | 

| (4 hud laugh of Peaſants.) 
Serj. Some country gambols going forward, 
Car. The time to recruit introduce yourſelf 
to them ſet'em on to drink and play cards. 
Serj. Right—for when the poor devils ſenſes 
and money flip off, honour glitters on a bayonet, and 
riches jingles ina Britiſh ſhilling, . 
SHeL. (Withour.) Come along, boys! 
Cay, To'em, art run: wheedle, drink, 
ſwear—zounds! make em 
Sea. As wicked as ourſelves, 


Enter Shelty playing 3 before ſome Country 


sue. Ay, lads, I think we'll honour Sandy's 
wedding; but the lafſes muſtn't ſet out for kirk 


be fore us. 
Sen. Ha, my hearties! my honeſt lad, ſhake 


hands (40 Shel,) 5 1 
Sazr, Every man ſhake his own hand. 
Senj. Why, you all ſeem very merry, to-day. 
Sn. Yes, and we'll be merry to-morrow, ha, 
ha, ha! and we were merry yeſterday, ha, ha, ha! 
Sen. Ha, ha, ha! why, you're a pleaſant fel- 
low ! | | 
Sn. Ha, ha, hal yes, I am, ha, ha, ba 
I was born laughing, inftead of crying, my mother 
laugh'd out, ha, ha, ha I—my daddy lik'd to have 
drop'd me out of his arms on the floor, laughing at 
me, ha, ha, ha! What's the child's name, ſaid 
the Parſon that chriſten'd me, mou ſays my God- 
daddy, ha, ha, ha! then the Parſon laugh'd, ha, 
ha, ha! Amen, ſays the Clerk, ha, ha, ha! fince 
. © that moment, every body has laugh'd at me, ha, 
ha, ha! and I have laugh'd at every body, ha ha, 


ha ! Ip 
Sx ny. 


an. } 

Song, got ha, ha! 1 ſhou'd like to enliſt fuch 
2 {fant ſellow - your good humour wou d k 
—_ ſuch-ſpirits, you'd bethe drum of 2 may. 

Su. Yes, and your rattan would be the drum- 
ſlick ot the corps, to beat the travally on my back, 
row dy dow -a good morning to you. 

Serj, 1 tell you you'd make a develiſh good 
ſoldier. - 

SEL. That's more than my daddy cou'd: 

San. Ha, ha, ha! you're an odd fiſh | + 

Suk. Yes, but | won't be a red herring. © 

Serj, No, but you're a pickl'd one, tho'—but 
pray what are you ? S752. 4. | 

Suri. Mel }'m a merchant, and « brogue* . 
maker —I ſells a horn of malt—moreover, I'm a 
famous piper, My father, Mr. Croudy, is a neero- 
mancer— he's the gift of tecond fight ; and Mrs. 
Cummins, my granny, was baniſhed for a Witch 
_ now pray, — are al he of 

g 141. m | [| | athw=in (| company , 
be oo 2 1 

ur. Serjeant Jack; oep ny with- 

Captain Daſh—good bye gen A worthy Sir gui. 

Senj. But ſtop, you know your young Laird is 
our Colonel—this halbert is his you 
pay no ne it g . takes of 
yer. Re —Oh, pardon——( 0 

his hat ploy cant ey cd Are balber t=—and then 
turns 12 go off) | | | 
þ Sa. Ha! ha! ha! very polite indeed—but 
Feat tut 

Hel, I] muſt tune my chauner, 
Serj. Any particular feſtival today? 
Sur l. A wedding ! and here's the bridegroom, 
Enter Sandy and Countrymen, 

Saw. Come lads, quick ! quick !—Sheliy play 
vp—we muſt march two and two, ill we join my 
Jenn and the Laſſes! „ 

Sexz. Ah! I could put you all in the neateſt 
method of marching— 


84 — 
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San. Yes, Sir, but your marching differs from 
ours—you march to face enemies, we to meet 
friends—you to aſſault a town, we to attack a wed - 
ding dinner. | | | 

Serj. Dinner! ah! my heroes! England's the 
held for a trencher battle there our drum head is 
an oak table, Sir Loin leads the van, our right and 
" left wing are of gooſe and turkey—our balls are 
 plum-puddings—our bullets ſhot from à damſen 
tart; we poiſe our knives, handle our forks, then 
ſmoke flap dath, cut thro' thick and thin 

SHEL, But dont you ſay grace? 1 

Serj, Yes, my grace is a bumper of cherry 
bounce. | 

San, Well, ha! ha! ha! come to dinner with 
me to day—and tho' in the Highlands of Scotland, 
you ſhall find we talk like French, eat like Engliſh, 
and drink like Iriſh farmers. © 

San J. Ha! well ſaid my lad! you deſerve en- 
cou t- ue a rough guinea here, and egad 
Pil make one at your wedding, to drink my King's 
health, and ſucceſs to the young couple. 


Soxc, Serjeant and Chorus, 


*.. For ſoldiers the feaft prepare, 
Who friends proted, fea foes annoy, 
Il hut wvar has won, let's now enjoy, : 
Good cheer bright mirth beſto doing, 
Sir Loin fir ft we'll nobly dare, 
Dur beſt looks round bis table, 
His breaſt with fr iend/bip glowing ; 
e jovial lads wwbillt able, 
Reſolv'd to do all honour to the donor, 
With courage charge his boi d and roaſt, 
In goblets large each toaſt, * 


With ſparkI'ng bumpers flowing. 
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Let drums beat, and fifes ſound foriil, 
Te Clarions lend your ſuveteſ notes, 
Te trumpets rend your filver throats, 
.... Preclaim in url meaſure, | 
When the roſy bow! we fill, 
The fair hall di their duty, 
And fip its balmy treaſure, 
T ouched by the lip of beauty ; 
'Tis now @ dravyght ſor Heer, tis necler, 
The Cod delight, lere vine and le, | 
Like Mars au fight, fbou'd kiſs like Joe, 
By turns the ſollievs plaſure, 


[ Excunt. 


Exp or Tur Fitts Act. 


EE IE 


SCENE I. Cut Mad. 


Jenny and Girls diſcovered hug bing. N 
55 Enter Captain Daſh. 
Cavrain, 


H! faith a buxom group, and the very 

charmer that pleas'd me ſo much. (Retires.) 

Jen. True, but no matter whether you ate all 

in White. = 

* iſt GIII. Ay, but we ſhou'd for a wedding. 
Jex. You, Sulan, and Peggy, are to be my 

| bride-maids ; I hope ſoon to do as much for you, 


Enter Moggy. 


Moc. The ſooner the better, ha, ha, ha! 
go: Why, Moggy, how got you out ? | 
o. Ha, ha, ha! Oh, dear! I've ſcarce 
breath to laugi;—ha, ha, ha! 
1 Nay, but tell us how did you get out? 
oa. Ah, that's it—be, he, he! Charley fo 
over-acted his part, that he lock'd me up in earneſt 
ba, ha, ha! When Charley miſſes me, he'll act 
his ſurpriſe fo natural, that father will place more 
confidence in him than ever—ha, ha, ha! "41 


Je. 


* 
* 


= © 


Jan. Ah, Moggy ! you fer little value upon the 
bleſſing of a parent, had l one !\—your father is 
very good to you, and indeed you ſhou'dn't vex 
hi | 


im. | 

Mos. Ay. but when a heſband's in the way— 
now if | cou'd but meet Charley! Come, Jenny, 
where's the bridegroom, and the garland—the 
pipes and the parſon? | 

Jex. Ha, ha, ha! you wild oneſ—but love is 
the theme, and the ſweet birds ſhall ſing « melo- 
dious accompanyment. 


Aziz. Jenny, 


What rapture to think on the time I have ſeen, 
On May day I fir ft ſarwv my love on this green, 


So charming his face and 1 main, 
The King was my lover, and Jenny his Queen. 
The garland preſented by Sandy, 


Mere feoret from the maker, ta, Sandy, 
- A fide lock I threw on my luer by chance, 


Whieh jam be return d wwith at tender a glance: 

My heart leap'd with joy wwhen I ſeen him advance, 

And Tell did 1 gueſs d to lead up the dance ; 
For none danc'd fo neat as my Sandy, | 


In all things camplete is my Sandy. 


Beneath a gay acoodbine with myriles entxwin'd, 
On cowflips and violets one ning reclin'd, 
So charming a place and a fſeaſn 4, 
He artſully chofe to diſcover bis mind, 

Fo /aveet were the wowwr of my Sandy, 

I then excharg'd heart: with my Sandy, 


Moc. Dear! ii here isn't the firange officer 
been liſtening to onr nonſenſe! he's come to take 
our men away—he 15 the moſt impudent de vil 

Car. (Advancing,) A fine flock of chickens, 
upon my honor. | 

Jew. You're not a ſox, Sir? 


m Nis. 


# 
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Mog. No, but he takes you for a lamb, he 


throws ſuch a ſheep's eye at you, 

Arx. Ha, ha, ba! 

Car. You ſeem to be all—ha, ha, ha! pray 
don't let me ſpoil the play—ha, ha, ha! Vil make 
one—what is it ? If you'd only admit me, you'd 
find me the merrieſt play-fellow, ha, ha, ha! (To 
Moggy.) You are, upon my ſoul, a beauteous 
noſegay - but here's the roſebud of the boquet, (2 
Jenny.) Tell me tweet, what's your play? (Takes 
her hand.) 
Mod. A roſebud grows in an angry buſh, and 

about fair maids. (Al the girls take hands and dance 
round him, finging, © A roſalud grows in an ang» 
buſh, ani about fair maids, and my merry m 

&1,”) 


"Enter M*Gilpin, d-fed extravagently, 


All the Girls tuns off 2ppofite fide. 


M*G1t, Hey! is this the recruiting Captain? 
gad, Sir, I ſuſpeR you're come io beat up among our 
wives and daughters, for a regiment of wfantry, 
ha, ha, ha! 

Car. Was ever ſo ſweet a roſebud ! 

M*Gic. Ha, ha, ha! Captain, if your Gene- 
ral ſaw you like a maypole, and the petticoat 1e- 

giment friſking round you, ha, ha, ha! 

Car. Who are you? 

M*Git. I'm young Laird Donald your Colo- 
nel's Steward, and ColleQor of his Majeſty's taxcs, 
come to bid you welcome io our Ifle ot Col, 

Car Oh, zounds! they've fet me all on fire! 
Four. hand ! (ofers bis.) 

M Gir. But, Captain, what think you of the 
bride ? IE 

Car. Bride! Eh! which? who? 

MGi. She in the white and tartan ribbonds. 

Cay. The very charmer going to be married— 


" *(death, that lovely ſprig io be worn by a clown ! 
M'Gir. 


„ 


M Git. Clown! Oh, no, I'll affure you ber 
Sandy is a very clever lad. 

Car. He muſt not have her. 

Gil. Hey! 

Cay. Il have her! 

GIL. You! 

Cay. O. Fes. 

Oi. Ha, ha, ha! This is recruiting! ba, 
ha, ha ! 

Cav. Damn your 2e „ Sir! what d'ye 

mean? —Hark'ee, Mr. Steward, put that treaſure 

into my poſt: fon, and what is there 1 will not do 
you ? 

MGi. Eh! ſuppoſe you tell me what you 
ui do tor me.— 

Car. Eh—fay—true, Jack told me the bait to 
bave him. (Afide.} Ay, what think you of _ 
agency of our regiment ? 

M*G1t. Good picking in an agency. 

Car. 'Tis yours—fay no more I'll ſettle that 
with my Colonel. 

4 Eh—oh, no, no, no, 1 promis'd her 

7 

Car. Come, come, be a wife man, that prefers 
his own intereſt to all other conſiderations. 

M*Git. tam a wiſe man ; and I--0h, Lord! 
—but the wedding's a thing ſettled, clothes bought, 
Parſon beſpoke, young folks wiſhes on tip of ex- 
Ration ! dear, poor Sandy'd break his heart, 
! the fineſt Tar ht— but, 1 way mY never 
ſaw her, tho'—yeow thell marry m 

Cay. Damn your Mog! _ want to 
9 ! Why I thought ] 

11. No y I thought Jenny — 

Car. Zounds! Mr.—tbiok of your intereſt. 

MGi. Oh, Lord! I always do. — _ 

Car. Such talents ns yours, hid here in an 4 
ſcure corner of the world ! ſuch powers of elo- 
quence —1 ſeat in Parliament, 

 M'Gitc. Why, . 3 ves is a bright man there. 


Car. 


his daughter. 
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Car. He bright! a Scotch pebble, to you; your 
eloquence once known, muſt command any thing. 
M*G1r. Why, yes, I think once they find how 
J can ſpeak, I ſhall get paid for holding my tongue. 
Car. Boards! Jobs! Committees! The Zn — 
M GIL. Jobs! 
Car. A Penſion! Place and Peerage Unie 
uny.— 5 
MG. Penſion ! Jenny's yours; ' from a Sur-> 
veyor, Fil be a Commiſſioner ; if I am a Steward, 
it ſhall be of the Chiltern Hundreds: 


Enter Charley. 


Crian. (Apart ts MGi.) Sir, Sir ! 

M'Gi1t. Eh] now you puppy, you've let Moggy 
gire you the flip. 

Cyan. No, Sir, have ber ſaſe—but as you 
ſuppos'd, old Croudy has juſt landed ſome run goods. 

MGi. But where? 

Cnan, Wirh my glaſs  faw him hide them in 


the Creek, behind the North Foreland, 


MGi. From his boat ? was“ the Swallow? 
CHar. You know you ſeiz'd that laſt week, it's 


the other boat, the Angel, 


M. GTI. Fil have her and ding! 
Car, My dear Sir, that's Jenny. | 
M Gir. * have the Angel condeniß'd. 
Cir. My Angel condenin'd ! for what ? 
MGIE. For ruining brandy and tobacco. 
Exit 55 0. 


Car. Te old fellow's madk-but bo muſt pre- 
vent this martizge—holloa, Sir ! Mr.— 


Ext. 
Cnar, Hi, ba, ha! my miſter goes to ſeize his 


on goods that Idee our of his flores;- and hid in 


the rocks for iar is ſeek out, whilft 1 os off with 


Eger Moggy Cun f/ ercei ved. * 


I muſt run and let her out. (going. ) | 
Mos. Dear Sir, won't you wait ſor for compny 
HAR, 


( 29 ] 
CAA. Moggy! how the plague did you get 


7-7 
Mos. No matter, here I am, and take me 


while you ean. 

Cuan. Hey! Ecod, this is doing things, ha, 
ha, ha !/—Charming! Pre cat out work for your 
father, on the oppoſite fide of the Iſland ; fo I'll 
run down to the pier, and get the boat ready, and 


off we ſkim like curlews. 
[Exit. 


Moc. Make haſte, Chacley—ob! my bonny 
Charley.— EY” 


Ars, Moggy. 


My father's bouſe is neat _ nice, 
1 1 en Par 
= y ch oo, gener pr rinks fine; 
win grac'd wil * 
* I bave 13 bird gay p * 
0b e a pretty be. 
He ⁊ubiſ les [avec and mellotu, 


The live long day. 


My playful Kid, handſome pets Ne my many,” 
My wanton bounding wanton frifking 14 3 
Te A opp 2 7 fo u 
4A. 5 7 „ my dear Fidell, 
My lil F al, oy retty Fidell, 
0 Ww toto, 
Haſte 15 L now for you 4 
Papa, kid, d'g, aud chick, a. 


In ton I'll be, my glaſi can tell, 
A monſlrous famirg marry d , Fa 


The foremaſt in all gamiſume boars, 


At opera s, plays, and balls and routs K 


All in my plumage fine, 


Aroimd the ſmarts ſhalt Hutter, 
Anmut me a Clutteh— 
Sr all vine, | 


C 3. 


T9. . 


| Boy wow 


C9 3 
7% fing, they dance, "to pleaſe me box they caper ! 
Whilft rivals challenge, huff and wap.ur ; 
A, birds all welcome here lo 1990, | 
For Charley's ſake be gone cuckoo ; 
Il never create ny Tas © ſhame, 
To finge my wings about the flame. K 
0 [Exit after ſong. 


Scene=Shelty's beuſe in view. 


Re-enter Mog 2Y.. 


Mos. Eh! yon's a boat put in—here's ſome of 
the paſſengers—what a ſtrange fooking—(/ooking )J— 
Ila, ha, ha! by the deſcription, it mult be the 
ſtrange Parſon that's expected from Mull, to marry 
Jenny and Sandy. (Retires up.) i 


Enter Laird of Rauſey (as « Nan) a Servant with- 
portmantiua following. 


Lo. Ra. 'Fhat dwelling, (paints to. Shelty's) 
looks like a public houſe. 


SR. It Is, Sir. 
Lv. Ra. Then engage a room, and leave my 


baggage there my great coat was comfortable on 
the water, but on land its cumbr'ous, (takes it off, and 
gives it ſervant ;) and lay out my beit perriwig, 
that I may look decent—1 will inquire for. thoſe 1 
wont, and you may refreſh yourſelf within. ' 


San. Yes, Sir. | 
| [Exit with things into Shelty's. 
Lo. R. Here, pretty maiden.— 
Mod. Sir — What a civil gentleman ! (Aide) 
Lv. R. Do you know one Sandy Frazcr | , 
| Mos, Eh! Sandy _ 
Lo. R. To whom 1 am to marry one Jenny, 
Moc. Yes,. Sir. (Curtſy.) I am Jenny, Sir,—I. 
hope he wont find me out {afide.) (He ⁊ ictus her 
with attention and emotion.) Lord! I believe he ſuſ- 


pets mel (aſide and confuſed.) = 
LM | Lp. R. 


* 


* 
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Lo. R. Then 'tis your wiſh I ſhou'd marry you | 
to Sandy ? 


Moc. Yes, Sir; marry us ms — — 10885 can, 
Sir—l'm not in a hurry — 
I. p. R. I ſee you are not. 
Mos. Oh, no, Sir, my Sandy wiſhes it Sir, and 
my father, Sir 
Lo. R. I did'n't think you had a naler. — 
Mos. True, Sir—l—l mean Mr. M'Gi'pin ; 
he loves me asi | was his own daughter. 
Lo. R. Then he has a daughter of his own, 
Mos. Oh, yes, Sir, Moggy— Mus Moggy 
M'Gilpin—a very pretty fon of a body, I'll sffare 
you, Sit; loves me dearly, Sir, only, Sir, the's 
given to fib a little now and then. 
Lb. R. I cou'd wiſh to fee Mr, M'Gilpin, and— 
Mo“. Why, Sir, I—1—on't imagine you can 
ſee him, 'cauſe he's gone on great buſinets, Sir , but, 
Sir, he left his beſt compliments for you, Sir, and 
requeſts you'd perform T marriage as foon 4s you. 
cou'd, pleaſe your reverence, (curtfies ) It Charley 
was but now here, we might put it beyond the 
power of father ever 10 ſeparate us. ( Oh, 
Sir, here comes my Sandy—now, Sw, you eien 
Heavens! my ry (afide.) Good bye, Sir, 
( going.) 
"Liv R. Bur, ww ſtop.— 
: Mos. Yes, Sir, I'll top—when I'm out of your 
ht. f 
[Hai, running inte Shilty's 
Lo.R. A whimſical fort of a young lady! Oh, 
here comes ber Sandy.— 
Enter Charley. 
Cyan. The boat's ready, and—hey! where 
has ſhe ſcamper 'd—Sir—did you ſee a young wo- 
man ? 
Lo. R. Yes, your Jenny i i« gone into that houſe. 
CHar. Jeroy !—I1 mean 
Lo. R. Then, my good Sandy- 
Cnax, Plhaw! I'm not Sandy—where the 
1 can Moggy have— | 
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Lo. R. Well, I thought ſhe meant—but Jil ſee 
bout the marriage, taſte your ale and wedding 
cheer, and then ferry over to lachkinne:h, where 
{ have three or ſour more couple to tack together. 
' {Exit 
Cyan. Now, this giddy tit, to kick up her heels 
juſt at the ſtarting poſt! Her ſather! Zounds, "ts 
well the has mifs'd him. - 


Enter M Gilpin, in a rage. 


MG. Fine police !-if the King's Ofkcers are 
to be aſſaulted in the execution of their duty! 

CHar. Ha, ha, ha! ( afide. ) Oh, then, Sir, 
you've heat old Croudy ? 

M*G1r,. No, damn him, but he has beat me! 
bur l' let the tufflan know, no body ſhall cheat the 
King in this Iſlacd, but myſelſ—he's a poacher too, 
goes fowling, grouſing, and cocking; but I'll 
grouſe and cock him! {il ſhew him, that in Col 
Jam grand fowler, prowler, and comptroller. His 
ſon Shelty have -a child of mine —my dear 
Charley take care of Moggy. a 

CAR. She's ſafe, I anſwer, Sir, 
M GIL. Have you ſeen the Captain? I'll give 
him Jenny, to ſecure my preferment there, 

Cuar., Fil fer bim another hunt, whilt 1 
look for Moggy— ir, have an eye to Jenny, the 
Parſon's come, and if Sandy gets a hint of your in- 
tention to give her to the Captain, they'll be coupl'd 
unknown to ou. 

M*G1r.. Ods fiſh ! but where is Jenny? 

Char. This inſtant gone into Shelty's, 

M'Git. Run you in, boy, and ſecure her, 
whillt I raiſe the poſſe after Croudy. 5 

Cu AR. Lord! Sir, Jenny 'd never ſtay with me, 
you'd belt in and ſecure her yourſelf, and 1'il bring 
the conſtables for Croudy. (Moggy looks out the 
dw.) Look, there ſhe is—after her, Sir. 

Moc, Its me, you fool l {apart t him and re- 
tires.) i | | 

Cu Ax. 


MY 

Crax. Oh, dear! its Moggy! Af.) ; 

M*G1t. (Going.) Stop, you, jenny! Ill have 
you! | | 

nx. Stay, you, Sur — ll have ber 
MGi. You! Zounds, you know the'd never 
ſtay for you-—here Jenny— 

| | [Exit into Shelty's, 


Cnax. Sent the Wolf afrer my Lamb! I cod 
hang myſelf! What, what is to be done? Stay, 
#s he'll find her in Shelty's, I'll (wear it was he Rote 
her our. a | | 


et Croudy, and goes into Shelty's, _ 
Odſo ! there's old Croudy gone into Shenhy— IN 
fetch the conſtables upon him—1 know, from his 
wicked obſtinate ſpirit, it will be a devil of a pirce 
of work to take him; and in the conſuſion he'll 
kick up, I may ftill get Moggy down to thg water 
ſice — hen weigh anchor, feather oar, blow kind 
breezes, and adieu to my old maſter, ILA. 


. Scene, Shelty's houſe. 
Enter Shelty, with a mug, Apie, with table and 
chair — Laird 2 unt @ fre 
roar and por tmantua, u bat and ung in it, uu 
fervant takes out and lar on table; and then exit 
with Apie calling behind | 5 


Suat. Yes, Sir, I'm here, Sir—I'm there, Sir— 
coming, Sir, {Drinks ) Lord, what nice ale do 
I ſell—yes, Sir, my bouſe is ſo fuil—ob,. what « 

mortal fine chance have | to make money—bur fa» 

ther's wrangling with M*Gilpin, will kek down all 

— here he comes; now it be hasn't been in ſo 

new combuſlifications. . 


Enter Croudy. 
Caov, Ha! (Takes the: mug frii> Sholty and. 
drinks.) Ha! a ſcoundrel ! tell me 1 rob the King! 


the Cufttom-houſe Ofkcer ia kes his pay and'{mugg 
— and he's 4 damn'd bad ſervant, indeed, that —_ 


1 3 
his maſter. Boy, M' Gilpin wou'd have ſeiz'd my 
boat, tho? twas only laſt week he claw'd up my 
other. (Drinks) Loſt my poor Swallow ! 

Enei. Shou'dn't have thought as much, (/urn- 
ing the mug) . 
Crou, This tax-man— Oh, zonnds! Iii 
Sue. Lord, father ! how you do put one out 
of all forts! here's my houſe full—-there's the Ser- 
jeant has got Sandy and all the lads at cards; and 
here's Sandy's martinage—and here this new Parſon 
ſeems a wet clergz—and then, now your quarrels 
with M*GiIpin will— | 
Crxov: Go froth 2 ale, and ſcore double, 
boy—l've thraſh's M' Gilpin, 8 
Su 1. You han't. 
Crovy. . I've bang'd him, ſirrah. 
Enter A pie. 
Arie, Oh mercy, Maſter Crondy ! here's the 
Conſtables, and MGiſpin in the houſe ! = 
Sner.. Lord, Lord t you'll be taken—/\\pie do 
you go down and let no body come up —[Exit Apie.] 
(Sees clothes.) Eh! this is the luckieſt— here ſtep 
into this great coat, hat and wig, the Parſon's ſer - 
vant left here — no tine for thinking do, take a 
fool's advice. 1 f 
Crov., Eh! | 
Sner. If you are taken, to jail you ge 10 you 
- 'want to make a riot in my houſe, and give him 2 
pretence to Take away my licenſe? no, do things 
eaſy—here, quick, quick ! (He helps him on with 
the clothes, ) here, the devil a one of them can 
know you now—Pll run and get the boat read) 
ou're ſo nicely diſguis d, you may eaſily get to ii. 
uh ! oh, dear— Yes, 
| [ Exit. 


Cn ov. Oh, you cowardly: cur ! you're no ſon 
of mine—my cudgel is but a if 1 bad onh 
Zounds ! isn't that my broad. (word yonder ? 1 
made a preſent of it to this pigeon ; but he never 

had 


* 


1 


had ſpirit to uſe it, ale it from ce Heri 
and ſhall it be laid, that a Highlandcr ſneuk'd out 
ke « paltroon, with his broad Tword in bis hand 2 
no, no i no diſguile now, (Flings of clothes A 
u it and open — i they take me, they take new 
they mult firſt take this, (draws it, 'twas once 
Crawn in what | then thought a right cauſe, but 
ready now to deiend my King; tho' I do run a few 
anchors of brandy to quaff bis health, and bring 

up my children to fight bis battles. 3 


Enter Viegav, frightened. 


Mog. Oh, lud! where ſhall I hide from father ? 
If 1 cou'd ſtand behind the door, and lip out as he 
comes in; hut what cou'd besuch Charley o ſend 
him after me? It I cou'd but ger down 10 the pie 
what's this, Cle, at clothes, Cc Ha! the Por- 
k n's—FEcod I've a great wind to try now if I can't 
hide myſelf in 11—Ha, ha, bs! on they go, ha, 
ha, ha! (puts them on, ) and wig ! ha, ha, ha! 


1 Gilpin and Shelty wwithou?, 


M'Gir. She is here. 
Mog. Oh. Lord! there's father ! (She e 


herſelf, and flands fill.) 


Sue . She uw not. x : 
M- Git. Sirrah ! Charley told me ſhe came in 
juſt now.— | | 


Moc. Did be, indeed! 
Enter M'Gilpin and Shelty. + 


Sner, She is not, I tell you—you've done like 
a wile man, (apart ro Mogpy, thinking 'tis Cr oudy.) 

M*Gi1c. Ill have the houſe ſearch'd! 

Sur L. (To Meg: - Don't ſpeak, and I'll get 
you our, 
: Git. Where's Jenny? Ycu're a ſtamp of 
your father, the old raſcal! . 4 

HEL 
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Su EL. Father keep your 1cmper—, 

M'Git, Deliver up Jenny, you ſcoundrel ! 

Su E. Keep your cudgel quiet—Ob, Jenny 
You think me à Devil among the girls—ihis motn- 
ing I was running away with Moggy—now tis Mr. 
Shelty, Sir, you've been kiſſivg Jenny! | 
M GIL. What old feilow's that? (co Moggy.) - 
Sn. Over the chimney? Oh, that's Lord 
Love! | | 

M Gir. Over the . — - -: 
Sul. Yes, thai's poor Simon Frazer, (looking 
towards a print. | g 

M*G1L. Simon Frazer! I mean that, % Mopp).) 
| Sauer. Oh, againit the cupboard? Jeuny 
Camaron.— | Hs | 

MGi. Get along, you audaciou-— l mean 
that, chat fellow. | | 
 Enet. Fellow! this? Oh, Sir, this gentleman 
is the Parſon from Rauſey — 

M Git. Oh, I beg his pardon —How do you do, 
Doctor ?—Oh, true, you come to marry Sandy and 
 Jenny—ah, that's all up, Sir. I 

Su EI. Dont (peak to him, Sir— 

GI. Damn your buſy— Sirrah, you are the 
cauſe of my child's preſent Giftrefſcs, you miſcreant ! 
ViIi—Ecod, I'll revenge all upon the rogue your fa- 
ther. DoQor—Oh! here, Charley has brought 
the Conſtables, 


Sul. Father, you ſee you mult fight your way. 
Enter Charley and two Conſtables. 


CAR , I ſaw Croudy enter here.— _ 

MGit. We'll have him.— here, Chatley, 
you thew the Doctor here to my houſe, whiltt the 
Conſtables and I tearch this for Croudy ! | 

SHE. (Apart to Charly.) Do, Charley, take 
the Dotor—is my father—get him off, 

CHar, What! I help the eſcape of a ſmuggler! 
— Sir, that's Croudy in cdiſguiſe. HIRE br 

Moc. (Apart to Char.) li's me, you 3 

ay HAR, 


— 
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Aeoggy throws off ber diſpuiſe, and kneels before her 


fatber.] | 
Suat. Keep cf! l' defend wy father with my 


Mog. Oh, fave my dearctt ſather ! 
M Git. My daughter! 
Sutt. This my daddy? 
RI GIII. My dear child! 
Cnan. I've done this well, (Af. 
M'Git. Before 1 lock'd, but now I'll double 
lack you. | | 
- Moc, Don't put me again in Charley's care, 
M GIL No, Pu take care of you myſell, my 
dutiful, aſfectionate— but, you jade, who got you 
cut? | 
Moc. Who, but my dear Shelty ! 
Surl. II Me? | 
GIL. Ay, theſe were all your lies—your Si- 
os + cms and Jenny Cameron's «gainſt the cup- 
rd | 
Seri. But, where the devil can old Crovdy be? 
Egad as | found Miſs Moggy under. a great cont, 
perhaps | may find my daddy under a petiicoar, 
— a [ Exit. 
M*'G1r. However, fur your concern for me, 
Juſt now, you ſhall ſee me reward deſert, and 


Eater Jenny and Sandy. 
Give Jenny to— - 
SAND, Good 8 
Euter Captain Daſh. 


M'GiL. To Captain Daſli. ( Hands ber ts bim. 
D Car, 


("I 
Cate. Sir, you ſhatl be a great man, upon my 
honor! „„ 

Sax, Sir, hav'u't I your promiſe? 

M. GIII. Eh! Egad I believe I'm a great man 
already, for I totally forget my promiſe. 

San; But. Sis, I hold you to that-promiſ+, and 
with my life I'll juſtify my pretent ions here. (Takes 
ber hand.) 

Jew, Nay, My Sandy. | 

Car. Hark'ee, young bull calf, if you've a life 
to ſpare, in my regiment, it may ſer /e your King 
and country. | 

Saw. Sir, the officer that cou'4 diſgrace his pro- 
ſeſſion, by injuring the individual, will prove but a 
poor proteRor to his country, and is unworthy the 
favour of his King, 

Cay, A ſpirited ſort of a ſcoundrel this - Old 
one, | muſt have him. (Apart 10 1 . 

M Git. Lau ſhall. {Apart to lum Sandy 
remember my agency. tho'—l ſay, Sandy, upon re- 
collection, I can't aſſign over a leaſe of the farm [ 
promis'd you, unleſs you immediately pay me down 
a fine of 5ol. 

San. You know 'tis impoſſible for me to raile 
ſuch.a ſum, F 

NG. Ido. (Afide.) Oh, Lord ! can't you? 
I'm fo forry—but you o:utt quit the premites, 

Sax. No indulgence—no confideration for the 
ſervices I have rencer'd the eſtate ? 

M Git. Indulgence! Sandy !—l thought you 
was as honeſt as —as—myſel! ; but now | tee you'd 
have me turn an uataith'ul Steward, | 

San. You're a wieitch! a linie mean petty ty- 
rant ! and may every unfaithiul Steward, who, like 
you, uſes his delegated power io oppreſs the poor, 
and bring curſes on the name of a worthy muſter, 
meet the villain's rewarc—tſhame and punithment ! 

Foxit, 

M*G1r. Damme, you ſhall go on the ATT | 

hope for this! Captain you thall have him. (In a 


vage. 
* Jen. 


. 

Je v. Aſter all his labour and tcii to improve 
this country, is my love 10 be driven thus out of it? 

M'Git. Come home, you huſley, 

Moc. Ah, do, father; do, lock me up, but 
don't be ſo bog? 1% poor Jenn —=lop't—— 

M.GII. What ore locks «cd brick walls againſt 
ſuch an Aigerive ſamily.as Shelty's ? Even the old 
water-thict; his father, wou'd rob a Liihop of his 
buttet boa's ! | 
Extunt M Gil, Cap. and Meg. 
Jes. And this the completion of my bepp.octs ! 


Ats. Jenny. 
T he bleak wind whiſtles e er the main, 
The fjeaman treit bits jownial ſong, 
71. ſer bis faithful maid again, 
And bub lis tall tip rolls along, 


Fram the maſt head the rf be foes, 
bis joys in faithful bapes expand, 

T he tempeſt rears, the lillaus riſe, 
Ia wain he tacks to make the land. 


R.lntleſs breakers guard the craft, 
Hi have, hs ip, himſelf ts loft. 
The Ulcak winds u ver the main, fe. 


[ Exit. 
Enter Laird of Col, and Servant. 
Lo. Cor. Oaly inquie it Mc, M'Gilpia is at 
home ! 6 
Stn. Les, Sir. 
_” 
Ln, Cot. Ikfnd my artivaj is totally unexpected. 
 — {he moment I ſet my oc on my livie terriuery 
here, | found my heart glow with all the regal 
pride of an ancient Scottith Cheſtain ; but no re- 


ſpet—no one to—no ailendance—\Y ho's there? 
(With authority.) 


Enter Shelty. 


Sur. Ha, he, ba! there be has taken her 
home. 


D 2 Lo. Col. 


FT 
Lo. Col. Do you belong to the houſe? 
Su EI... No, but the houſe belongs to me- what 
d'ye want ? 


Lo. Cor. Manners ! 
Suzi. 1 thought fo, by your making ſuch a 


noiſe, —D'ye want any ale? | 
Id. Col. Do you know who you talk to? 
SyeL, Yes—who are you? Oh, he's one of my 
ſather's ſmuggling cuſtomers. (Afde.) You're a 
lar.— | | 
| Lp. Cox, How? ; | 
Ser. Oh, I aſk pardon, I didn't ſee your lac'd 


waiſtcoat—you're the puppet-fhew man come to 
Sandy's wedding! | 
Lo. Cor. Sirrah! | 
Ente Servant. 
Ser. Yes, Mr. M“ Gilpin is on the iſland, your 


honor. 
Suri. Honor! (L»ks attentively at Laird.) 


Lo. Cor. Inform him his Laird is here—and I 
command his immediate attendance. 
Sex. I hal}, my Laird. 


Suget. This Laird Donald? 


Enter Laird of Rauſey. 


Lo. R. (On entering) Only order my bill. 

Lo. Cort, The Laird of Rauſcy! Why, my 
goud friend, what brings you to Col? and in tuch 
a«—(/urveying bis dreſs.) 

Lo. R. Huſh, my dear Donald! I as little 
* to have met with you here. 
I 


- 


[Exit. 


o. Cot. But how! what? 9 
b. R. You may remember my ſiſter Evelyn 
making a ſtolen match with young Camaron ; the 
lad went for England- to acquire wealth, the only 
qualification he wanted; and my ſiſter, poor thing! 
to avoid iny father's anger, lying in here in Col, 
died in child birth, leaving a daughter, of u hom I 
am now in ſearch. 
| Lo Cot. 


1 


Lo. Cor, But your canon ca! lun Hesi. 

Lo. R. Why, Sir, meeting ca the road with ag 
old domeſtic of wins, who is naw in the iſervice of 
a Parſon engaged to wed a cpuple here, | prevail'd 
on bim, for a little caſh, to aſſiſt me in a plan, I, 
on the inftant conceived, to perſonate his maſter, 
he, ha, ha !—lent me Clothes, ha, ha, ha! forl 
thought, in a ſeign'd character, if I could diſcover 
my niece, I might unknown myſelf, have come to 
her real diſpoſition: If capable of poliſh, I'd have 
ſnatch'd her from obſcurity—but I nnd her ſuch a— 

Lo. Cor. Oh, then you have found her ? 
Lp. R. Oh, yes; but my niece, Mifs Jenny, as 

they call her, may make a good farmer's wife, and 
in a young fellow, one Sandy, from hs character, 
ſhe's likely to have a moſt excellent huſband— Ha, 
ha, ha! ſuppoling me the Parſon, juſt now, ſhe 
wou'd have me marry her to him! Aye, ſhe may 
28 a dairy, and ſo may be much happicr than 

inging her into a ſphere her ruſtic education bas 
reader'd her unfit for ; ſo I ſhall give the lad ſome 
caſh with her ; but 1 ſhan't diſcover myſelf, —And: 
now for your affair, | 


Lo. Cor. I've given this Iland to my fon 


Rohert—parted with him laſt in London; he 
had then but juſt return'd from Hampſhire, and 
the ſhocting ſeaſon approaching, told me he'd fre 
what game my new gi/t afforded ; but I don't 
know how! can hear nothing of the boy.—Fifteen 
vears ſince I've been here, fo, during receſs of Par - 
liament, I've taken « trip; to ſee if Bob has made 


any improvements, for his Hampſhire journey had 
j 


made him a ſkilful farmer, I aſſure you 


was anxious to know how pr ot 9 my Steward, 
91 


has gone on ; but I hear nothin complaints of 
him, and yet the Iſland wears * face. 


Lo. R. Like me, you ſhou'd come incog, then 


you'd ſee the true face of things. 
Lo. Cor. Ay, Sir, but oa hiding the native: 
dignity of a M Donald. | 


D 3 Bur 


1 
Enter Shelty, very ſubmiſively. 


Suer. My Laird, forgive me taking you for 2 
pedlar. ¶ Bows two.) 

Lo. R. The dignity of a M Donald! 

SHeL. Pardon me, Sir, for taking you for a 
ſhewman ! (Bows bow.) 1 

Lo. Cor.. Ha, ha, ha! well, Sir, I ſhall ex- 
cuſe your apologies—now for honeſt M*Gilpin,— 

Sn. Yes, my Laird, he's as worthy a mar— 

Lv. Cor. Worthy ! I bheard— | 

Syurr. All truth—he's as great a rogue as ever 
ſtood in the picture frame, 
Lo. Cor. Well, let the gentlemen of the Iſland 
attend me,— 1 . 
Sur. Gentlemen! Les, we will all attend 
your Lordſhip, (boxes ) 5 

Lo. Col. And let every one that has any charge 
azainſt him appear—if well grounded, I ſhall ſee 
him puniſhed.—My Laird, (1% Laird of Rauſey.) *- 

I | at Exeunt Lairds, 

Sner., (Ating Ld. of Col.) I ſhall ſee him pu- 
niſhed l hem! a fine thing to be a great man—hbem ! 
call the gentlemen to attend me, (mimicking. ) If I 
was a Lord, what a deal of good I'd do to—myſelt 
I'd, i/—that is ſuppoſing I was a very great man, 
indeed—1'd'be the patron of genius and talents, I'd 
reward the—ſtone-eater—I'd attend all forts of 
elegant—eock-hghts, to ſhew my good-nature, and 
to ſhew my courage—1'd go to the moſt ſcientificial 
academies for—boxing—yes, that's it—the reward 
of genius now is given to a black ſmith, or a coal 
heaver, for a glorious black eye, or a noble bloody 
noſe—and then there's your concerts, public- and 
private, where ſome great Lords play the violin, 
and others play the fiddle ; fo, amongſt thoſe fa- 
maus quality hautboys, who knows how far my 
chaunter 48 be eſteem'd in polite harmonious 
jollißcations | P*J 7 


Airs 


. 
Ala. Shehy. 


Boys, when I play, cry ob, crimind, 
Sbelty's chaunter ſyuaker imini 
In hr tunes F'm [6 — 
Fingers ſbaki —— ; 
With agility, 
Grace, geniifity, 
Girls ſhake beet and {its 
Pipes I tichle + : 
My jigg» Hill a ar titilate, pretty mate, 
My bops he mi ng blood circulu c. 
a pad ro roodle roo, trod it rs roo, 


Oh, my chaunter ſounds 2 prentily, 
Srweeter far than pipes from Italy; 
Croſs tbe T, PI! bring my teveedle dum, 
Striking foreign 2 aud fiddle 4 ; 

Modern Rizzihs ſo, 

Pleaſe Ma'am's Miſſes thv' ; 

Peers can merry firum, 

Ad plays very rum, 

IJ puff at ſquare later, 

Caſt over, man over, , 
All the puny pipes from Italy. Tolle, Ce. 
I'm in talk a pedant muſical, 
In fine terms I lug intrufical, 
Slap Bravura's =, the rage about, 
Hayd'n, Mara, opera, floge about 3 

otorios, . 


os Florjos; 
s at jubilee, 
Foes 7 be nor be, 
Dh at Syren's note, 
Tiny throat, petticoat, | 
T his is amateur bigh acm. Todle, Ur. 


Exp or Tur Sccond Act, 


Il 


e III. 


SCENE I A Wold. 


Enter Sandy and Jenny, 
Jenny. 


Y dear Sandy don't grieve ; why ſhou'd ill 
M fortune diſturb our tranquillity, unleſs it cou'd 
leſſen our affeQions. - 

San, M'Gilpin's deſign of giving you to Cap- 
tain Daſh diſtracts me. | 

Jex. But he ſhan't ; my obligations to him are 
great, yet this tyranous attempt to fetter my incli- 
nations, and a ſuſpicion that his motives were not 
quite diſintereſled, have ſomewhat abated my debt 
of gratitude. 

Sax. And here won't let me continue in my 
farm, without this fine, of fifty pounds, ſo 1 wut 
give it up- but he laid it on to ruin me. 

Jew. Well, and even ſo, ain't there other farms, 
7 no farm, cou'd you not be happy with your poor 

enny ? | ' 

San, My ſource of happineſs! when mine, I 
ſhall eſteem you as a friend, reſpect you as a wo- 
man, and adore you as an angel be for ever grate- 
ful for your honoring me with your choice, — 
ſo many more worthy—V It cheriſh you in my heart 
love you 'till death, and protect you with my 92 , 

| R. 


* 
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Jew, When you are my dear huſbard—if you 
can have faults, to me they ſhill ſeem failings, but 
your virtues | jhall eſteem perteQions—T ib ad- 
viſe you with candour, obey yoy with cheerfu neſs, 
make your home the ſeat of comfort ; yet, if you 
ever ſhou'd quit your door with a frown, my finiles 
_ of welceme thou'd meet you at the threſhold ! 

San, My tweet Jenny ! this Captain ſl cannot 
think of reſigning you to a Prince I but ii 1 wuly 
love you, ſhould | make you the partner of my 
miſerable fortunes ? 

Jeux, Were you a Prince, I'm fure you'd let me 
ſliare your ſplenour—theretore Ill follow you, wy 
love, the world over, equnily prepare to partake 
of your goed fortune, or cemfort you in forrow—o6b, 
don't deny me! | 

Sax. My dear Jenny! 


4 


Ain, Sandy. 


At danon I roſe wwith jocrund glee, 
Fer joyful was the day 
That cov'd this bleſſing give to me ; 
a ws is fled aaway Jenny. 
No flocks, nor herds, ner flort of gold, 
Nor houſe, nor home baue; 
If beauty nu be bought or ſold, 
Alas ! I cannot buy, Jenny. 


Tet I am rich, if thou art hind, 
So priz'd a ſmile from thee ; 

True love alone our bearts ſhall bind, 
Thou'rt all the world to me, Jenny. 

Sweet gentle maid, the patient meek, 
My tily drops a tear, 

Ab ! raiſe thy drooping head, and ſeek 
Soft peace and comfort here, Jenny. 


This is the firſt time I ever was convinc'd money 
was a blefling. 


Taten 


5 
Enter Benin, with a letter. 
| Baa. Miſs Jenny, Miss Jenny, a letter by the 


75 4 - 

Jen. A letter for me! who can it come from ? 
(Reads) Madam, the ticket, No. 125 of v hich 
you purchas'd one-lixtcenth at my office, is drawn 
* per of 1000). 


© Your humble forever, 
* THOMAS TRUEMAN. 2 


Heavens ! what good fortune] now Sandy, you 
may keep the farm! 
San. Eh! 

Jex. My lottery chance here is it ?—you 
know I gave it you. 

SAV. Did you? (with emotion.) 

Jen. What's the matter let's ſee the paper— 
its a fixteenth—ftay—ſixteen fifties—1.v1d ! you can 
pay the fine—and* we ſhall have—ayc—l don't 

now bo- mk in our pockets, 


Enter Serjeant Jack, ſinging. 


Serj. Eh! jsn't this the lad ] broke at crib- 
bage ?—'tis—oh !—heh, my worthy! I'm ready to 
give you your revenge at the broads again—or any 
game from lanſquennet to tee-totum, ha, ha, ha! 

Jex. Why, have you been playing cards, 
Sandy ? 

San. Eh1—no—yes, my  lave—-I—1: had not 
the ſmalleſt of- but—that —diRrathon—Ob, my 
Jenny ! the die is caſt ! 

[Exit agitated, 

Serj. Poor boy ! a generous lad too—ſpeot his 
money freely oa our recruits—cards ?—yes, touch'd 
him for three n at Shelty's, beſides a lotiery 
chance— 

Jew. (With emotion.) Sir, did you win «lacy 
canine from him ? (aguated.) - 
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E 
Senj. Ves, my dear, I—my dear — and Il give 
it you lor a ki - dame if 1 don“! 
Jen. Sul was it that rumber—but it muſt be 
— he had no other. (Ad.) is 
Sen | Thepreniett girl | ever faw— (caring ) 
Jen. 1 ſay, Sir, was that the number ? (Gras 


Sn. Oh, the otmber— the {ovliet—ch—z 
thouſand | no, no, my dear, I'm not fo lucky as 
that—but let's ſee—aye, bere it is—bs, ha, ba 
85 1 1 tol lol der lol! —a lucky dog am — 
feng s | 
Jew. Yes, it is it—wy poor Sandy !—(burfs 
into tears ) | 
Sen. Eh! is this "cauſe the lad has lofl ? Zounds! 
ibis n the girl he was to have matried—thro' my 
whole life I've been a petty ſhifting dag, always on 
the lurch—yet, damme it ] can enjoy this firſt viſit 
from good Fortune, us it brings tears into the eyes 
of a pretty gil! . W 
Jew. By the loſs of this, Sandy loſes his farm, 
and | loſe my Sandy! . | 
Sn xj. Ferm! truce, the Captain told me this 
ſeat of his ſeparating two lovers, and get a wa 
rurn'd cut of bread !—Captain !—if he was a Ge- 
ner«l he's no foldier, | | 
Jew, I tuppoſe, tho“ it was / bought the chance, 
they won't pay it me, as ] can't bring it 0 them. 
ta). Aye, the poor fellow was turn'd out of 
his farm, bec:u'c unable to pay the fifty pourds the _ 
old raſcal laid on it—now this wou'd ju--this is 
the ſu ſt time I ever had it in my power todo a | 
nerous action, and I've s ſtrange curiofity to kuow _ 
how a man ſeels after: one—a failor wou'it—and 
why not a ſcldier? (Afide.) Lok y'e, my l 
before I knew this bit of paper was worth hxty 
unds, I cffer'd it you for a kiſs—l'm not que a 
Navob in point of caſh—but if twas worth an 100! 
| fcorn to go back of my word to one that can't call 
me to an account for breaking it—There's 2 
: icke. 
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ticket —a kiſs was the pfice—but tho' my month 
waters, pay it to the lad you love. 
[Exir. 


Jev. Can there he ſo much worth, where ſo 
little is expected? now to impart wy joy, and make 
wy Sandy happy as nell! | | 


Fs 


SCENE Il. M'Gilpin's | bouſe, 
| Enter Moggy. 


Moc, Ha, ha, ha! father thinks he has me 
now ſure, but | think if our truſty Benin, the black, 
procures me the clothes, as he prows'd—yes, my 
kind pappy, I ſuſpect | ſhall ſurely fp off from ou 
a gein—ha, ha, ha! Oh, here's poor 2 — 
as unſortunate in her love affairs as wylelf. - 


Euter Jenny, much agitated, 


Jen. Oh, my dear Moggy ! for ever I'm un- 
done {ſ—Sandy is— : | ; 

Moc. Well, I kaow father has tutn'd him out 
of bis farm. -. : | | 
Jen. But then he is gone, ia a fit of deſpair, ard 
lifted himſelf among the ſoldiers! 

Mog. What a fool—ps'h, make him run away 
from ibem. 85775 | 

Jen. Deſert !—Oh, the puniſhment, if taken, 
is terrible ! beſides, tho' drove to it by deſperation, 
I know his noble ſpirit wou'd ſcorn to fly from the 

ſtandard of his King ! 
Mog. If you cou'd N a man in bis place. 
Jen. The equal of my Sandy ! not in Scots 


Moc. Oh. yes, my dear, there's another very 
good man in Scotland! 

Jex. I mean no affront to your Charley, my 
dear—but I've fold my lottery chance, and I'm go- 
ing to offer the money to the Captain, to ſee if he 
will let him off, whe 

Mos 


* 
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Moo. Money —I wiſh } had s lottery chance, 

or ſomzewhat—here am | Boing to run into the wide 
world, and, ecod | don't think Charley and 1, be- 

tween us, can muſter up ten thillings for irc velliag 


M poor ſriend fe] with To fade, 
+ he ty poor ha, ha? Jenov, I Wan 706 120 


better offer yourſelf to the C-piain—_a, ba, bat. 
] watrant he takes. you in his flead—if not, you 


muſt, as the ſong ſays, * Pack up your taiters nog 
follow the Dum — you'd make a very ſipatt Jutle 
ſoldier's wife—with a brace of Þajins in your arms, 
end another little ſquab fat fellow ſqualling on (he 
knapſack behind your Caledanian A 'caander. 

Jew. Why, my dear Moggy ! if it even , 
come to that, I have a heart pcepai'd ſor. 9. wen- 

thers—yet I doub my forti! ude ! 5 


Ain. Jenny. we 4 or, 
Benet yurb this heart Twill break, Aug 
4 cruel ſoldiers take thee Jar 
4 2 1 ne ne al. 
:empt the dangers . 
e 2 2775 Pe 
Sandy's files ſur 1 
1 [ umbie ey ge . a Court, * , 
rac'd by the preſence of a King. 
2 ie 11 Ill leave behind, 
ts face the rain and wind, 


wb 7 Pl] meet the blaft fo keen, > itt 


And ſmile while on the billows tofl ; 
The heart where love is warm within, 


Enjoys a Aar in Winter's froft. 
| Exit. 
; FI entle Friend! fat 
- uſes her 1. * _—_— cettain her Re. Yer Fr 


all ke ſays of 655MM poverty and bis "charity to her, 
le{t the money behind that has been the poking of 
er 


_  him--$he mutt become of good people, - ve 


tend ſent iments and elegant mannery—ſhe 
_ ecliples' me; and yet I don't env y, but dy her 
E cearly, 


A 401 9 
_” TED n 
A e . 8 5 
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dearly.—How long Benin ſlays—iſ he ſhou'd di- 
appoint—perhaps betray me to my father !—n0, 
here he comes, the faithſul fellow—yes, he has 
got them—oh, precious! 


Enter Benen, with bundle. 


Well Benin, have you? — ſhew, my god 
Ber. Yes, Miſſy, and I tink dey vil fit you. 

Moc. My beſt creature 

Ben. Ah, Miſſy! but Maſſa lick a me, as | was 
vorſe creature — Miſſy if you run away, I run 100 
— Maſſa kill a me, if he know | help you. 

Moc, Pihaw! you fool, Pm not going to run 
away. 

2 Miſſy, dere Miſs Jonny write letter in par- 
lour below—want me fetch ii. Miſly, pray don't 

tell Maſſa T hrought you clothes. 1 Exit. 

Moc. LTet's ſee what you have brought—jacket, 
kilt, borer,” complete—1 won't even tell Charley 
of my deſi zu till lm equipp'd—ha, ha, ba 1 il ſur- 
priſe hint. — There [ll lay all ſuug—(puts the bund 
in preſs, in the flat.) Now if Charley cou'd borrow 
caſh to carry vs up to Edinbro, father cou'd never 
find us out there —let's ſee, Jud! 1 hav'n't above 
half a guinea left of my own pocket money —Oh, 
poor Charley and Ii _ | | 


| Enter Benin, 41h a letter, 
Ben. Miſs Maggy. Jenny deſite me give you 


dis.— 
Mos. Very well. 


* 


| [ Exit Benin. 

What's this? an Edinbro bank note for forty 
pouads let's ſee read.) My dear Mogey, 
** for certain the Captain will never part with ſuch 
« a ſoldier as my Sandy— therefore I ſhall take 
your hint, and © follow the drum.“ As 1 ſhall not 
« want the enclos'd, accept it, my dear friend, for 
4% travelling charges—beſides a ſupply of cath you 
« will find neceſſary*tili you can obtain your father's 
| , 4% pardon * 


1 


par don for the ſles you are about to take, in 
«« which be bappier than your Jenny!"—My gene- 
tous friend ! no, 1 will not erjoy bappineſe whilſt 
you ſecl forrow !— With the — of my High- 
land dreſs, here in my cupboard, if I can once incre 
elope, the firſt uſe I make of my liberty is to pro- 


cute it for your Sandy—ay—tho' father catches me 
the next moment. 


s: 


Enter M'Gilpin. 


M'Grt. In firſt catch you this moment, Tale, 
her by the arm, and takes a I tut of bis pocket ) Go 
in there. on 
Moc. No, Sir! | 
M*G1irt. Go nw 


Enter Charley.. 
Cuan, What's the n atter, Sir? 
M*Git. Here's a young lady won't be lock'd 
10 | | 
Cuan. Oh, fie, Miſs, refuſe to be lock d up— 
rh 1's ſo untesſonable of yu 
M*G1t. $5 it isn it 2 procf what value l 
fet upon you, hufly !—don't I lock up my guinees ? 
you yourg brazen-face go in there—{purs ler in.) 
If 1 ſhou'd be obliged io go out, Chartey, you wil 
have a Wach here, (As MH Gil. turns his head 10 
Speak te Charley, Mogey, unſeen by either, flips again 
out of ihe dior, ful Charley by the ear, and run mito * 
the preſs ) 1 
Cn. Now, Sr! what's that for t Cutting bis 
hand to his car. ) | 
Gir. Charley, don't ſay a word agaioft it— 
it ſhall be as Ike with my own family. | 
CA. Yes, Sir, but w hen you count ears, pray 
don't conſider me as one of the tax ily. 1 
G11. Ay, tue, my lad—howerer—(turning 
to the dior, ) Fay you there, the plague of my fa- 
mily ! (locks the dier.) 1 think I have you fa now, 
my CEry. | 


„ Cnan. 


1 


Cn AA. My poor girl! ( Aſide.) | 8 

M*G11.. Charley, boy, tho' I have the key, yet 
T ſcarce think | am fore of her, even now—ſhe's 
ſull of hocus pocus—ſo, d'ye hear, now and then 
throw, an eye to her door—that rogue, Shelry, muft 
have been aſliſled by his grand- mother, the old 
witch Ibaniſh'd, to have got her out before, 
. Cnax, 'Eh! PII encourage this thought —yet 
not ſeem to give into it. ( Afide.) No, Sir, no, 

M*Girt. Ha, ba, ha !—xch}, well, I defy the 
black art, I depend upon ſimple wit.— 

Cuan. Simple, indeed Aft. 

M*Gic. Charley, I am now going into my ſtudy 
to practiſe oratory - don't {et any body interrupt me, 


boy! hem! | 
9 Exit, with wuth ſelf ſufficiency. 
Cnar. I find he doesn't know yer that old Laid 
Donald is come—ha, ha, ha! — his ridiculous idea 
of Shelty's grand mother being a witch, ſhews his 
poor brain is fo weak—and his prejudices of witch- 
craft ſo very flrong, that his credulity may be eaſily 
impos d on—he is ptepar'd to believe any extrava- 
gance that may confirm his favourite opinion. III 
cau'd make it the means to procure my dear Moggy's 
releaſe—to perſuade him tha: —ha, ha, ha! I'm 
extremely. tickled with the thovght, 
SuzLrr. (Hithout.) Suppoſe be is buſy, 
Bent. (Muban) Well, Il] tell my Ma ſſ.— 
nan. Aud here comes Shelty, in the nick of 
time, to help my project —ha, ha, ha! 101 try it, 
however —ha, ha, ha! = | 
MGi. (Without, ſpeaking to Benin.) I'll break 
„ r | 
Hex. Me dont care, —ob— crying). | 
CHAR. Hey! what now ? ei 
MG. An impudent {coundrel!—Til — 
Curr. Here he comes, and in as rare a bumour 
_ ſor. my purpole—Tf I can but make him give her up 
to Shelty once the's put of theſe doors, I have 


my dear girl. 


Emer 
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Enter Al'Gilpin, in 2 * I Bean Dix. 


M*G1r.. You villain! you ſhou'dn't have inter- 
rupied me at ſtydy——a0, not for the Lord * 
of Scotland. os > 

Cuar.. What's the matter, Sie? 

MG. This black dog here difturb'd me in a 
| ſpeech which wou'd have ** da, io e to, 
announce Shelty, the e 


per . 
Bax. * . Maſſa, 1 1 di tay 


 M'Gu.. Tou th * here 
had 1 got ista mz bag fn on the pe Thee 
—painung the diſtreſſcs, of the poor Blackamoors— 


you ſhall live on bread and water 
ſor this,) 1 wardeſeribings in the moſt pathetio 
the molt ſeeling manner, __ 4 — A. t —— 4 * 
io the 2 work'd myſelf up 
to ſuch. pathos, that even reconating their ſuffer 
ings, brought tears into my eyes II cut the fleſh 
of your ugly bones, nh (To Benin, 
who hnee!s. 
nan. He, ha, ba Gr. . yourſelf 
into-fuch a paſſica—he's not worth eth your na aca 
ber. Why, Maſſa bene 

M*G1t. Will you prate ? aterrupted for - 
— . 

Cu an, Ha, ha! ba 

Ben. (Apart 49 | Charley.) You: way — 3 
Maſſar nen n 4% 
* 7 6 m— Y . 1 7 
na. may give 2 to 2 
c Ade, ( Atart 6 Renis, Na, Benin, Meter 
never beats me, beraylorwhee 3 fad denn a paſſion 
I never anſuer him ;. * 
Bau He if that ſaves. me — 1. will 
never make nounſwers — 15517 A 4-109 

Cuax, Don't you know he's an-orator, and 
likes 10 baveialt hd talk 0 bimfelf/ .::) 
BN Ha, hayba . thall—be, ha, ha ! 
r | | 


vacate! 21 1 


(You 


T4061 


rn be teller ü ie n 80 
anſwer him — ba, ha, ha! | 
; 3 [Exit 


MG. I wonder Shelty dares thruſt bis ſaucy 
face into my houſe. 5 

CAB. Now for it—if I can but work vpon his 
fancy aye, Sir, Shelty wou'd feizn make yon be- 
lie ve he has the power to bring you to terms. 

M G1. Power, and terms F what d'ye mean ? 
Cn, And yet, Fafſare you; Sir, J put little 
or no faith in theſe ſort of old woman's ſtories 
there now, his father, Croudy, pretends to this 

gift of ſecond fight —about a month ago, he got 
foreielling that Laird Donald wou'd arrive here in 
© Col—aye,. this day—ſo you'fee what a fine prophet 


" heis— 
. 114 


o 0742 2.2," Bide Servant. « 


Sen. Sir, my Maſter, Laird Donald, is come, 
and wou'd ſpeak with you. - 
JJ. fp} - [Exit. 

M*Grt. Eh !—why, Charley! did Croudy 
really tell you that Laird Donald wou'd come this 
Gp + + 5; $7 | 
"hep Heaven defend me! he certainly did. 
| M'Git. Very aſtoniſhing his mother a witch 
-100—why, this is 4 bleſs'd - tamily—egad, I begin 
ts fear that nothing ſhort of magic can keep my 
daughter from Shehy. But Charley, you mutt.in- 
.* -—ftantly ſet to work to regulate wy-accounts—l muſt, 
you know, colour. over. my little tricks—if Laird 
Donald ſhou'd.be for. peeping into my books—but 
] have a ſpeech, with a ſpoonful or two of flattery, 
that is exceliently, adapted to talk him over. 
Cryax. A ſpeech !—2h—l ſee $helty's intent, 
t he ſaid g- — 118 | 
_ __ M'Git. Why, what did be ſay ?- - | 
Enn. Says he, juſt now, Charley, I: have 
your Maſter under my thumb—1 know that the clue 
dio his fame and fortune is his a -* 
; - IA) 8% 


* 


- 
* 


— 


l 
ans be, with wy ſcifſars of fate I'as detera ad te 


CY—_ 


M*Git. What ! to cut out my tongue with his 
ſciſſars ? Oh the bloody minded! 


Cn. No, Sir; to cutthe thread of your Ciſ- 
courſe—to deprive you o. 

MG. Of what, Charley? 

Cuan. Your power of— 

M'Git. Of what, boy? 

Cuan. Of voice! 

MGi. What} make me not ſpeak ? Ip / Ge 
ble !—1 will talk, tho' there were three. nomen in 
compa 

Cuan, I tell you, 85. it is his · wicked deter mi- 
nation, if you don't give him Miſs Moggy, 10 take 
— your ſpeech a / -hat your voice ſhan't 

Toy body own hrad—that you cannot be heard by 
— y paſt yourſelf, tho' you roar- like hifi Can 
This, Sie, | thought a bounce, | ui this 
— he has given ne of loreteſling the coming, of 
Land Donald, has lagger'd my doubt. | 
MMG. He cannot agger my elocution !- My 
rhetoric is proof—1 def he power of Belzebub.— 

Cuas;. Bleſs w!l 9 . look where be comes 
and look, ſee the very taliſman io his hand [. 

GIL. El what, thar crab frick ? 

Cu ax. Stick !/—l know K's, cut from the yew 
tree in the church-yarc—and he told me be had it- / 
from the witch, his grandmothet— hut this, ( 
ing a flick, ) was brought from lreland -an Irith 
againſt the Devil: himſelf.— 

1. Charley, don't. talk wickee—don't 


3 the. Devil !—now I. des i * the; fellow 
looks Ike a conjurot T 9 


ie, Shelty, end þ conſequence, hob 


Snti. Where's M*Gilpin.? SS 2-5 
Cnan, Vou dont mean wy Maſler ? ? 
duet. The Maſter now has a Maſter, | 
Nil. What's that, Gicrab ? 

| Buns, 


the en dle of me, or thy dadd 


11 5 
Sur r. Only the! Licher will be kick d—Laird 


© Doniald- is come ine overbawling of ace“. 


Maſter Steward, now the eagle is 882 Mere 6u'!l 
have ſomething elle 10 dd thai diody ing. oer your 


tender chick, my old okt. 
MSI. Ay, tho' yon wou'd take the chick 


FU the rooſt— ay, from under my ing, you moſt 

catiff hawk, yet, you ſhall never prevent me ay, 

fpite of your arts the oi cock wil ero d. 
Snell. Let's e 1 


CuAR. You fee, by his Infolenice, he's eonfticns 
of his powers. (paris "Git. n 1 
MGi. Ide ß age boo! 
Cuar. Shelty, forbear.— „ , 
Snti. Porbear - 


Char. Vou how! know — 
Sur. Huſineſs / true, you 1 I's p 
' Gr. '-Krep off —if you” dare uſe your iter 


: nal ſcimm 0 „ Ns wow tan 


Sur. I've no 3 1 have—look here, 


r the liel.) IR. you! be hatehing up a ſtory 


10 Laird ohald, but if you dare o your” lips 10 
oder Tet this 
u'flent; or- IO by the 
1 an. He fays that (the Fic} ſhall . vou 
ent. „ 91 Nn | ai} 
M'G1t. Keep off your bane Jer. 
Sen. 175 85 doch ur yob. gew. 


kee 


en Sfivef U la- tbe moon's e 9 4 


Stet... Moors eelipſe -he's rurh'd. | 
M*Grr)" Am 17 68 he'?—then farewel tone, 
irope, and beautiful figure!" * t Nair BO 


nz! Tes — - oboe figure!” 


MGi. My flowers'6f Thetvric are faded -m 


n a all fop? | 10200955 Þ $24 1 e200) 
Cnax. Hark'ye, Shelty, dare to come near 


_ Maſter with. your. a 1wig'there; and I'lt | 


you and it to the Devil! 
Ser. Kick me, you little pick thank H' 
(firikes Charley 46ith his \froggle—Charley. 

NOR * , T un 
„ : MGit. 


( $7 1] 

M*G11., Out with him, my hero—you're a 
clever boy, fiith. (Charky throws the flick down, 
firuts abaut, uſes much attjon, and moe bis lips, as 
if tathing.) id Charley can't ſpeak, he's fe very 
angry—l never ſaw bim in a ion beſote— its he 

one? (Charley moves bis "9 Tie ie, the knove, 
ſo let's come to ourfelves, and confider—call Renis. 
(Charley turns his face to the door, and mover bis lips 
as if calling.) Why don't you eall him when 1 bd 
you? (Charlry ſeems ts call, bis piou'th wide open, but 
without ſpeaking.) Z. unds firvah, call him. (Charly 
fen to banul (Benin) vy loud— M Oi. hols at 
Charley, ule mqgves bis lips.) Damn the fellow! 
what's he a!—is Benin _— ? (Charley mower bis 
lips.) Fh—ain't I worthy of gn anſwer ? Gar 
feems to ſpeak with wnch aftiin Danme. 1 fall 
knock yon down if yeu ſtand me king mouths at me, 
you ra'cal ! (Charley pauſes, feencs 10 u 
Parts—fpoin's to Shelty's flick, then to hit ran arm, 
intimating he had ban firuck with it, and in agony, 
ts ls into teur: Eh! —why, can't you —_ 
Eh ! aye, indeed, | ſaw Shelly Qhiike [45 with that 
fatal ſtick ; but it's iyp4flible—ir can't be—ſpedk— 
won't believe but you can—cb !—none of your 
capers upon me- come, ſpesk this moment=this 
infant ſoy in plain audible Eaglih—- bow d'r do, 
Mr. M' Gilpin —or don you are, as flat ys a floun- 
der. (Alitempis m firike brim.) (Charity teelr and 
ſupplicates ] Fh—poor Charley !—faith if be has 
really loſt his voice—I won't believe it—I'm 
| irangely tempted io try it On Fi but then when 
[ get into Parlisment, if 1 loſe my voice, J, be 
fit only zo be the Speaker — I' ventute - you 
Charley, firrah, take up that flick and touch me 
with it, very gently, boy. (Charley fi les bim hard) 

Zounds, that 4s enough to knock à man ſpeecblefs. 
Cn. Ob, if 1 neyer recover wy voice, I'm a 
miſerable being! | Yo 

MGi. Why, you bave, you rogue, I heard 
you ſpeak then very plain. „ 


Cuan, 


| =p 
- 


1 


Cuan, Eh! now my Maſter's lips move as it 
e was talking. Os gi "uf 
MGi. Ha, ha, ha}—why, I am talking, you 
fool! | | . | 

Cuax. Yes, they ſtill move, but no found —Eh!. 
perhaps | may now have recovered iny voice, by the 
ſtick rouchiog my Mftcr—Oh, true, Shelty told me 
that the dumbneſs was transferrable. 

M GIII. Transferrable—the dumbneſs—what's 
that you fay, boy? | 

| CAA. Eh !—maybe he's not inelin'd for talk- 
ing. | | 
| 1 G5. Sirrah, I'm always inclin'd for talking. 
Cn. Ill aſk him a queſtion fo prove it Sir, 
what ſhall I do with this wand of Shelty's ? (pointing 

10 it.) | 
. MG1it. Burn it. | 


Cuan. Speak, Sir! og Few 
M*Gir.. I fay to the flames with it ; and I be- 
lieve on a ſtatute of James the Sixth, I cou'd burn 
the owner. | . 
Cn. Dear Sir! ſpeak if you can. 
M'G11i., Why, Jam ſpeaking, you puppy! 
Char. Yes, by the motion of bis lips, the poor 
gentleman thinks he's ſpeaking. 
 MG1it. Speaking | 0 Im bawling!— 
won't believe but l'm heard, ſirrah, il 


Enter Benin. 


BEN. ( Apart to Charley) What humour is he in ? 
CAR. Shelty has put bim in a paſſion. 
Ben. I taught ſo by his roaring—I won't an- 
ſwer whatever ke ſays, Wy wt: 
 Cnar. Don't. ; 5 ah 
— M*Grt. Now I'll fee if—/afide)—Here, you 
ſcorncrel, do you hear me? (very Lud.) 

Bev. Tank you, Charley, 9 | 

| . Exit, without boking at MGi/. 
_ M'G1i., Ay, "tis plain,'} ean't make myſelf be 
heard -O! I have loft my voice; (baw/ing ;) but 
zunds, 


t 39 * 


1 unds, it can't be! —T bis may be a coofederacy— 
but bold —it fo, my daughter can't be in the plot, as 
no body cou'd have ſpoke 10 her fixce | lock d het 
up here within, True even the windows art 
nail'd down—1'1l fee it ſhe can hear me Cu 
the dow, and goes in.) - 

|. Can. Oh, the plague -% Moggy'll an: 
ſwer him, 20d overtbrow all my magic. 


[ Mgey peeps out of the Preſs.) 


Moa. Charley— _ 

Cn. You there—oh, then—why, | believe 
the black gentleman 5as been at work in earneft— 
bo the duce got you there? and the key which 

lock'd you into that rgom (pointing to the room) in 
your farhet's pocket. | | 

Moc. Pihaw! you fool---Huſh! Um dreifirg 
belt, ha, ha, ba!—why, your hununing hun 
nicely, he, he, he !—but only get him out of the 
way, and off we go. | 
- Cyan. Pop in, here he comes. (Moggy takes 
in ber brad.) Now it 1 can but get him out 


Re-enter M' Gilpin, in a great rage and afloniſhment. 


Mit. She's gone—1 ſhall go, mad— be has 
got her out, but how ? go, other way but the chun- 
rey, or the key hole—howithe devil! —blels us 
pes, if Shelly cou'd carry her oft, when bere—l 
found the door lock'd, I can no longer doubt his 
power to take my ſpeech—Oh, I'm a molt miſcra- 

ie old gentleman {—1'm in grief, and ro body 16 
pity me— I complain, and none can hear my lamen- 
tations. (Weeps.) Eh! but hold—as Charley reco- 
ver'd ty my getting the dumboeſs, I can as eaſily 
_ transfer it to ſome y elſe, and fo recover my 
own voice, ha, ba, ha !—Pthaw ! except his taking 
Moggy—If this is the worſt, a fig for his power, 
ha, ba, ha!—1've a great mind to return it again 
to Charley, ha, ha, ha! but his voice will be ne- 
cefſary to explain wy accounts to Laird n 
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Cu aun. Well, Sir, what does Miſs Moggy ſay 
to her lovet's tricks ? | | 05 ng 5 
MGi. Fihaw! this fool tantaliziag me with 
queſtions, when he knows | can't make him hear 
my anſwerst— Who fhall I confer this favour on ? 
Eh—ay, ſtupid Benin, the blackamaor, has little 
'oceahon for his gurreral ſounds—ſome revenge too 
for his interrupting my ſtudies juſt now. | 


"Enter Benin, 


Ber. Sir, here's Laird Donald. (Fry /ubmiſ- 
fuel.) F y 

M*Git. Oh, dear! I muſt recover my tongue 
to talk him over |—Yes, Vil give my dumbaels to 
Benin—damme, I'll bang you into ſilence, my dou- 
ble dyed ſwarthy acquaintance. (Tales abe flick from 
the pround | ' 


[Exits 
M Gir. He has hopp'd off like a black bird— 
wou'dn't even wait till 1'd ſhake ſalt upon his tail. 
Cnan. I ſee my only method to get him out of 
the way, is to bring bim into diſgrace with Laird 
Donald, which, from the complaints. of all the te- 
nants, and the Laird's haughty temper, a little 
- thing will do, (Aa.) Oh, dear fir, yonder comes 
the Laird, and T'believe the whole chin, 
--—M'Gri.. Ecod, then I muſt touch Charley, for 
peak to Laird Donald I mnft, and uſe a good deal 
- of palaver too. 7 FS; 
' Cnman. Now, Sir, what will you do? ſtay— 


- .* 0dfo—well remember'd ; Shelty toſd me one virtve 


of that ſtick, "Whilſt it's held in the left hand, -» per- 
ſon can be heart by every one, but the yery. perſon 
VVV 
M GIL. Eh—(withjoy.) 
nan. Now Sir, you've an opportunity of do- 
e does — to ſpeak your mund to a 
great man. 
M'Grt.. Inerer ſpoke my mind to any man, 
7 CHnar, 
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Cxan, And, my deer Sir, inſtead of this fine 
complimentary ſpeech which you intended, | wou'd 
ſpeak boldly to him ; by that you may flill keep up 
your own conſequence amongſt the tenants, without 
incurting his diſpleaſure, as be will be the only per- 
fon preſcnt that cannot hear you. 5 
Git. In abuſe bim !—Zounds! what a great 
bird they'll all think me! for a Highland Chiet is n 
Demigod amongſt his viſſals—ba, ba, ha !—htcre 
he marches in at their head, like a great turkey. 


© Enter Laird of Col, Servant, and Highlanders. 


Lo. Cor. Well, Mr. M Gilpin, with the re- 
meaibrance of my perſon, you ſeem to have loſt all 
duty for your Laird. 

Cn. Hem! my Laird—Colle&t yourſelf, 
| (apart io M*Gi/) I Yay, my Laird, I have the bo- 
nor to be confidential Secretary to your Lordſhip's 

Tax-man ; and, my Laird, ian a moſt reſpectiul 

ſpecch, the voice of your whole Iſle of Col conſti- 

tute Mr. M'Gitpin their humble mouth. (Brun) 

MGi. Humble mouth f I didn't think Charley 
cou'd ſpeak fo pretty - I'm glad I didn't unvoice 
him. (They change flicks.) Hem!—As he can't bear 
me, III give it him on both ſides of his earg—ia 
u hat a ſuperior light they'll all look upon me in ſu· 
ture—hem! now for it—-cff I go! hem{—Sir— 
you, Donald, here—in the name of the afſembly 

_ preſent, and the iſland in general, I tell yoo, you 
are an N ari—in a word, you are « 


c 


Lo. Cor. Hey! 4 

M*G11.. He's ſurpr id I don't ſpeak ; and they 
are all ſtruck with wonder at what I do-—FEcod [il 
at him again, (afide.) Eh! and fo you've got into 
Parliament ?—4 pretty repreſentative of the people, 
'to ſtand like a puppet, with your leg out, and turn 
and twiſt, juſt as the Miniſter pulls the wire fa ſlen d 
ta your jaws, you ſtupid blockbeac ! - 
152 | | F Lo. Cor, 
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Lp. Col. How !—this confirms all I have heard 
but I cou'dn't have believ'd his infolence rofe to 
4644 height of—lay hold of the, »pngrateſul vil- 
lain 

MGi. Why, my Laird, did you bear me- i= 
. Charlev!— 

Lp. Cot, Apprehend him l. (Ser uu ſeizes him.) 
I wiſh, like the ancient Barons, | had the power 
to hang you on the inſtant, | | 

Gir. Oh, my Laird I—ob, | you rogve, 
Charley ! 

Ly. Cor. On my authority take him to priſon ! 
"ill he renders an account of his er 
with him! 6 

M' GIL. Oh, that rogue, Cbesley! * | 

Exeunt Char. into the preſs. 


Scene, Shel! ** Houſe. 


Enter Captain Daſh and Jerjeant Jack. 


Car. Ha, ha, ba !—well Jack, our ſucceſs is 

even beyond my expectation— I think | ſhall flap my 

colours, and you ſport your halbart in Calcuia : 

but as ſoon as we have our compliment of men, we 
muſt decamp, 

Serj. I've done my beſt, becauſe I undertock 
the thing; but under a falle hope, trepanniag the 
poor fellows from their homes and faniilies. Prefling 
in the ſea ſervice is a diſgrace to the Britiſh freedom, 
and a crucl contradiction to Britiſh humanity but 
we are worſe —we have made the Highlanders loyal 
affeQion to his Chief the inſtrument of his Nlayery.! 

Cay. Ha, ha, ha!—why, Jack, yau had none 
of theſe, fine morals when 1 tound you a drumm'd- 
out trooper; and on my promiſe of an halbert, had 
your conſent to join in any ſcheme that might better 
your fortune. 

Serj. Why, I was dramas d out, the”: fayd 
from laſhes by the clemency of my Royal Maſter ; 


but 5 only crime was inſolence to my. ofacer ; 1 
was | 


1 

was ſaucy, and | deſerv'd puniſhment yet, when a 

ſoldier, | never forgot | was « man; and now bluſh 

zo think, by an act of diſhonor, I have funk be» 
neath the noble character of an Engliſhman ! 


Arn. Serjeant, 


Old England, great in arts and arm, 
Fer manly worth, and female charms, 
| Renown'd bas ever been ; 


5 Has to happy A lion given : 
In their Royal pregeny our blooming projfpeds ſmile, 
7 he fair 1 of ev'ry grace, 
And in ihe gen'reus ſons u trace, 
The guar dians of cur Ifoe. 


On Crefſy's plain an Edward ſought,” 
A capiive King to Linden brought, 
'T wwas there bus plories fbone ; 
Th, terrible in battle, 0 
Cou'd jberw, by Godlike clamency, 
He grac d the wweath be un. * 
Whene'er — ** the uur, <ve're ren for the 
7 2 a Crejly ii in France, 
AR¶ Fred rick wwields the lance, 
And bolds Britannia's ſhield. 


Let fame record Eliza's days, 
Her trumpet tune to ſongs of praiſe, 
The grand armada ſee, 
Th invincbl fbe overcame, 
Spaniſb pride was turn'd tv 
4 Britons great and free. 
Old Neptune thus exuliing, to William jj ohe 
If v once cou'd guard my realm, 
bal triumph now, when at the helm, 
I tlact a beart of oak, AT It 


A Royal beart of oak. 
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Car. Well, and you ſhall command men; this 
Sandy that I've juſt now liſted, is very much of 2 
gentleman—old M'Gilpin ſhoving him out of his 
farm, has juſi plump'd him into our net. | 

Serj. I wou'd certainly fiſh up men by hook or 
by crook ; but can't enjoy the proſperity that's 
built on the deftruQion of another ! 

Car. Pihaw! damn your nonſenſe !—xhat the 
Devil is come to you? this Sandy ts—oh, have 
you ſcen his Jenny? | | 

Se nJ. Ves, I've ſeen her, and wiſh ſhe was his. 

Car. With ſhe was bis? very civil, when you 
know I love her to deſtraction —hey l what's here ? 


Enter Moggy from top, dreſſed as a Highlander. 


Moc. I beg your honor's pardon, but hasn't 
your honor liſted owe Sandy Frazer ? 

Car. Yes, my lad, and I'll liſt you too. 

Sen]. Yes, we'll liſt you, if you're willing, 

Moc. It's for that I'm come, if you'll take me 


in my brother Sandy's place. 


Serj. Why, is Sandy your brother? 
Moc. Yes, Sir, he is, and the eldeſt of eight 
tittle brothers and ſiſters, not one of them, but wine, 


able to earn a morſel of hbread-#for themſelves ; 


Sandy and I did tolerably well for them, while he 
had the farm, as he was able to take care of them. 


+ becauſe he cou'd manage and provide, and knows 


ten times more about land nor IJ, from his having 
been in England=-No, I can never do it; if you 
take him away, what will become of my brothers 


and ſiſters ?—yes, they'll be ſtarv'/d—oh, merci'ul 


good Captain! take me, and diſcharge brother 
Sandy !—ohT (cries.) . 
Car. Ha, ha, ha! you young dog, do you 
think I'll exchange an effective man tor ſuch a Title 
whipper-ſnapper as you ?—get along, you little 
menkey ! . OE $a 
Moc. I am alittle monkey !—oh! I ſhall never 


be able to maiatain the family lob! (cries) 
TY AP. 
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Car. Why, Jack, (% Si ha, ha, ba! here 
is another opportunity for your ſentiments ! ha, 


ha, ha! 
Seng. Yes, and for your humanity, if you have 


any. (Walks vp.) 
Car. Humanity {—F.h !—go home, my boy, 
C Moggy.) 
Moc. Sir, I've rais'd a little bit of money here, 
make 


by ſelling ſome of our flock ; if this cou 
up for my deficiency, till I grow bigger #- 

Serj. (Advancing) Hey! money! 

Car. Money! (Draws ber to lim.) 

Moc, Yes, Sir, if you'll accept this forty 
pounds and me in the place of my brother Sandy 
Oh, worthy noble gentleman! you'll ſee what « 
good fine ſoldier I'll make in time. 

Car. Eh—io time—(boks. at ow.) Forty 
pounds 

Sen. And this 7 r will grow taller, | 

Moc. Ob, yes, Sir, 1 intend 80 grow: « cel 
taller. | | P 
| Alx. Moggr. i 


— 


Of this TI beaft, ſay more 
never was raid to moet my . * 
Im a thickabiddy, ſee take me now wour now, © 
I'm a little merry be, for your rew dow theo, 
Brown- Beſs I'll — af oxy ob, there's my joy, 


At my backa —— ble a reving boy. 


| In my Tertan plaid 2 2 ol n 
e — my bonnet blur, 
Give the word and Þ'l{ march hs you commend, 
Ke iris wc Sig fk bend 
141 Mp Captain, as be takes big glaſs, © | 
Mey wiſh to toy with a pretty laſs, | 
F. 3, Fer 


— 1 — 
————ů ů — 


* 


my lad, (% San,) us he 


* 
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. For ſuch a me I've a roguiſh che, 
He'll never 20ant a girl oben I am by. 
; Tu a chickabiddy, r. 
The barber never yet has mud my chin, 
With my great broad ſword I long 19 begin, 
Out, flaſh, ram, damn-—ob glorious fun, 

For a gun, pip, pop, change my little pop- gun. 
My foes ſhall fly like geeſe in flocks, 
Nos Turks I'll drive ike turkey-cocks, 

And aubere ever. guarter'd I fball be, 
Ob, Zounds! bow Pi kiſs my landlady.. 
In a chickabiddy, &s. 


Car. Ha, ha, ba!—well, my litile- tall boy 
(H. vuriles in bis pocket -bvok, and tears a leaf out, 
which he gives to Moggy.) Ha, ha, he !—there's your 
brother Sandy's. diſcharge—L take your forty pounds 
-—there's a ſhilling. | 

Mog. A ſhilling !—generous Captain! thaok'ye, 
Sir this paper—what a preſent for my poor jenny! 


SeRJ. Sir, we are lucky rognes !—this forty 
pounds comes to us molt apropos ! (apart to Captain.) 
Car. Us /—what do you mean, fellow ?—la 
pos I am /olus. (To Moggy,) now you are the 

ing's man. | | 

Sex. And Sandy is his on. 

Enter Sandy (us Rrerui and Shelty. 

Moc. (Giving Sandy the paper ſbe received from 
the Captain) I ne. your diſcharge, 9527 no 
more the King's, you're now only Jenny's man. 

dFZa Y Enter, Jenny. 

Jen. Ah, Sandy ! how cou'd you forſake me? 

Car, Hey | the Devil [--wbat's all this about? 
here, you little buſy raſcal, ie Moggy.) True, 


* mo ree, but Il! 
order your pert eres brother here up to the hal- 
berte— (vente to Hg ; c 
San. My—1T're no brother 
Car. Eh [--why, what the devil is all this 
you've been telling me, ſirrah ? (to Marg y. * 
FEE. o. 
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Mos. Oh, Lord! Sir, I's the greateſt Gbber 
you ever koew. 
Car. Why, damme, you liule fon of gr 


Moc. No, Sir, but 1 happen to be daugtter 16 
an old great gun 


Enter Charley. 
Here's my match, (takes bis hand) —and hey ! I'm 
off like a ſky-rocket. (Runs off with (barg. 

Jes. Sandy, didn't you know her? 

; San, But, my dear, what has ſhe been about 
cre ? 

Jen. Oh, Sandy, ſhe's a worthy gul. | 

Car. She! —a woman !—Oh, rounds! have 1 
parted with an Alexander, to make « ſoldiet o 
| __ gon yn Captain 
has iſing Moggy p in, ha, ha ! 
San. Ha, ha, ha! 
| Jen, My dear whimſical good · natur d friend 1 
may the be as happy with the lad of ber beatt as 
the has wade me with my Sandy! 

Car. Oh, ho—l fee it now—you have. been 
a conſedet ate in this impoſu ion, (5 ＋ | 

San. Totally innocent ; and yet, in, I'm 
an impoſtor, as well as yourſelf, 

Car. How } (angry) 

Lo. Cot, (With) T bis way—comt; come. 

| Car, Damme, I'll—(Threaining Sandy.) —- 

San. Nay, Sir, no bouncing—tor here comes 
an old genileman that will find us both out. 

Enter Laird of Col, and MGilpin. 

Lv. Cos. (To MGi.) Sir, you ſtand upon your 
own guilt or innocener —you' ve turned the ſword of 
. juſtice into a rapiog-hook, and her balance to 

money ſcale— but 1's puiting a weapon into the 
"hands of a madman, 3 * power, where the 


mind 8 no ſavor from me. 
—And pray, Sir, ( oa) whoſe n do. 
| men in 


Car. Our King enn 
Lo. Cot. Who is your Colonel? 


Car. The owner of this * tend, 
yoang Bob M Donald. Tr 
Lo. Cor, 


o * 


bk 


* 


* 
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Ib. Cor. | Well; this'is rather odd: my bon = 
Colonel ! the firſt time I ever heard he was even in 
the army! 1 


©: eur. Son!—Jack, (to! Serj.) Zounds, if—cen 
this be the old Laird ? f 


Lp. Co1.. (Sering Sandy) Eh! is't poſſible ? Bob! 


Car. Why, Sir, do you know this Sandy ?- 


Lo. Cor. What do you mean by Sandy? This 


js my ſon Robert, ha, ha, hal- your friend— 
young Bob M Donald. 7 


a Colonel, as this Gentleman fays, I don't admire- 


mer manner.) 


M*G11.. What, Sandy our pong Saved * 
Lp. Cor. Ha, ha, ha But if you are- 


: 


the mode of your regimentals. 
San. Why, no, Sir—but- this gentleman dubs. 


himſelf a Captain, his friend Bob. a Colonel, and 
then cruelly degrades me to a private ia my 0wn re- 


giment, ba, ha, ha!. 


Car. This young Donald ? confuſion !—Jack, 


we are undone—yes, they'l! bang us, (apers.)* 


- Gen. (Aloud) Us — what do you mean, fellow ? 
In hanging you are folus — (mimicks the Captain's for- 


Snuer. Yes, the Captain | 
Lp. Cot. Oh, I conceive now-—then, Bob, 
you are the Sandy I've heard ſo much of for im- 
proving the land; but why diſgrace yousſelf and 


family, by turning plough-boy yourſe » lad ? 


San, Sir, nothing diſgraces any family but 2 
diſhonourable action, and of that I am unconſcious. . 


'T'came hither, as I told you I ſhou'd, on my ſhoot- 


ing ſcheme ; but on the inſtant of my arrival, a 
tranſient ſight of this lady inſpir d me with the de- 
hen, which has made me the happieſt of men. In 
this ſequeſter'd Ifle I have found this lovely flower, 
whoſe difintereſted ſmiles upon the farmer, have 


prov d ſhe muſt grace the boſom. of the Laird. 


Lo. Cor. But, Dob, ſtill your whole conduct 
(to me) wears a face of myſtery : your turning com- 
mon ſoldier—how Come, Sir, 1 inſiſt on a full 


Sax. 


* 
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Sax. Sir, my motives for enliſting were, to ſe- 
cure this gentleman's conviction, for his very im- 
podent fraud, founded on a forgery of my name— 
and 2 fabricating imaginary diltre ba ve pros d 
bow far true love wou'd go to alleviate a real one. 
1 Enter Laird of any, ae 

Lo. R. Well, I am come to bid you farewel, 
Donald. | 8 | 

Ln. Cor. Going ? 

Lo. R. Yes, when I ſettle - but where is this lad ? 
J don't know how to find this Sandy Frazer out. 

Lp. Cor. Ha, ha, ha !—Oh, Sir, there ſtands - 
the gentleman, (points to Sandy ) © a2 

Lv. R. An boneſt looking youth—young man, 
you'll marry Jenny ? ; 

Saw. If the will honor me. 

I. o., R. It is an honor, if you knew all. (d. 

Here's an hundred pounds with her ; don't afk why 
| give you this= ſhe's wild and vulgar, but keep a 
tight rein, and you=—1nay reclaim her. 

Saw, Sir, whoſoever you ure, keep your advice 
ard money for thoſe who want them, 

Suti. Want them! then, Sir, give my father 
the advice, and me the money. | 
Jen. Sir, {ſt Ld. of R.J tho' I have' not the 

of knowing you, and wou'd wiſh. not to de- 
ſerve the charsRer you are pleas'd to give me, = 
I humbly thank you for your generous 
[Curt'zeys wuith much grace and mad y.] 4 

Lo. R. Lou, Madam - mean Jenny ! 

San. Well, Sir, this w the! © 

Lo. R. This !—why, you are not the young wo- 
man was wanting me to marry you juſt now | 

Jen. Me, Su !—to wy recollection I never ſaw 
you before. 8 | 

Snei. The DoQor has been taking his whiſkey, 

Lo. R. Very odd this; I muſthave been impos'd vn. 

Suz1. Oh, yes, they forgor to mix it for you. 

Lo. R. Pray, Madam, who are your parents ? | 
| vi I know not. | | Fg 1 
_ - Lp, R. (Sing H Cν] Oh, Sir, from you Len bs 
pect, and muſt exact, a confirmation of my 5 — 
* 5-4 'ctQ 


of 


_ 32. ff: 
4 


; 
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1 3 entertain a doubt, (Loling a- Tump.) Tell 
me what you know of this young woman. 

- M'G1r. Firlt, Sir, tell me am obligeiio tell you? 

Lo, Cor. You are, (autheratively ). 
MGi. Then, Sir, you mull know—upan my 
word, my memory is fo very bad, I can't recollect 
any thing at all of the matter. 

Lo. R. What, Sir, not recollect the 500". left 
her by her mother ? 

M*Gir. The five pounds ! Zounds, 1 rell yon, 
If 1 was even on trial, | never cou'd remember 
what I was determin'd to forget —however, Sr, if, 
as I now find, you are the Laird of Ravfey, I Il make 

a free confeſſion, if till do me any good. 
Ip. R. Well, Sn— 

M'Git. This is your very niece, the ſweet babe 
thut was born in my houſe. 

Ip. R. "Tis confirm'd—l ſaw there the features 
of my beloved unhappy filter, / Ld, of Col.] 1 now's 
with pride, acknowledge her for my niece. | 
b. Cor. Do you ?— Oh, then] acknowledge 

her for my daugbier · in law. 

Sur t. Hard now that ! can't turn out to be 
. fowe body elſe,” 

- M'Git.. [To Sandy. 7 1 —y Sir, has I bew 
you were the Laird, I'd never have turn'd you οẽd 


of your ſa mm. 
. Saw. Ha, ha, ha. — believe you. 
MGi. So, Sir, hope you'll procure my Laird 


| pardon for the genteel manner in which I had Mifs 
| enny brought up at Miſs Killcooburry's boarding- 
| hool; at Inverneſs...vou know, Miſs, what a fuſs 
I made about you when a little fat 4 | 

Jan. Indeed, Sir, Whatever may have been bis 

other failings, to me he bas prov'd an affectionate 
guardian — Permit me, Sir, to recommend to your 

eat the worthy Serjeant here, to whoſe unexpeded 

generoſity] parily owe my preſent happineſs. 

Jack. Thank'yee, Ma'um—l own cate: here 
on a very roguiſh plan, which, if you can prevtil 
ay young Land 10 dee TY 4 Sandy} let it 
| extend 


d *% 
* 


| t 115 
extend to my friend, the Captain—iwas I 575 10 Is: 
him here, to help my recruiting ſcheme—we were af 
partners in the guilt, 

San. Recruiting, call you in——kidnagping—1 diff 

ace to your profjeiſion—for in your .zeal for the 
— remember that honor is ae charaQeriilie* 
of an Engliſh officer. | 

Mit. But now your juſtice, my Laird, on this 
curs'd, 


* ent, run away with, and married my daughter. 
er man ft, 2 Mogzy, in a Highland dreſs. 


Cran. ie me —_— to init o- 
duce Saal 5 Gilpin, ny: Mess. | 
MGi. Moggy {Oh aden face bey. 


— turn'd ſoldier ? 8 

Moc. I am, Sir, a vader the command of 
General Charley—=the real Parſon, who is now be- 
low at the door, gave the Wers twas love, honor, 
and obey. 

Lo. R [L. * Ay. ay, this s the 
young lady hat +15 0 clever at . do you |, 
do, Mit Jenny ? (phaſant,) 4 

Moo. Pretty well, Lihank you, Maſter Parſon ! 

Lo, Cor. My dear ſon, the noble manner in 
which you have made your choice, with all my fa- 
mily pride, 15 me infioite pleaſure—Macam, 1 

with you jay, [. Jenny] Yourefleftions have been 
prov'd, and you muſt both be happy—where 1 virtue 
and jonocence teſide, Heaven is the orphan's (Tiend z 
and 1 with every fend pair, who marry for Jove, 
3 reeahly ſfurpris'd with, 

Su. was ſure Lo that, Id marry for love 
myſelf ; fo I m a conjurar ! iheſe are comical con- 
jurations—the tenant is the landlord=the poor or- 
phan is the Lady of the land—the Captain i no ſol- 
dier—the ſold ier is a woman he. ice is the 
maſter— the maſter is—no body —ihe poor Parſon 
is a Laird of much land. [ Looking at then by turns.) — 


, juggling. © conjuring piper, who hay, withour' 


and Fo" Shelty, the Scotch piper—QOh, your ham- Fl | 


ble ſervant to ere gyms [ Bowes to then]: nd he- 


ther I tap the barrel, or tune the chauater—Iñiey f. i 
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